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RIGHT HONOURABLE 
Philip Dormer Stanhope, 
EARL OF 


CHESTERFIELD. 


IJ) NCOURAG'D by the favourable 
opinion of many among the moſt in- 
zenious of my friends, but particularly ani- 


mated by your LoxDsSHIP's approbation, I 
rentur'd to bring this Play on the Stage, even 


after it had been refuſed where I firſt intended 


it ſhould appear. As the reception it met 
with from the Public hath amply juſtify'd 
your LoRDsn1P's ſentiments concerning it, 
permit me to take this opportunity of pre- 
enting it to You, as an unfeigned teſtimony 
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DEDICATION. 


of the reſpect I bear for your Lorpsnie's 
diſtinguiſh'd Merit, and as a grateful, tho' 
unequal return, for the many favours, which 
it 1s my pride to own, I have received from 
your hands. For I do not mean, my Lox, 
in this addreſs, to offend your delicacy by a 
needleſs panegyric upon Your Character, 
which will be deliver'd down with admira- 
tion to lateſt poſterity, but to do the higheſt 
honour to my own, by thus publiſhing to 
the world, that I have not been thought un- 
worthy the favour and patronage of the 
EARL of CHESTERFIELD. 


I am, 
My LoRp, 
: With great Reſpect, 
Your Log DSRHIP's 
Moſt obliged and 


Obedient humble Servant, 


R. DopsLET. 


PREFACE 


To the Third Edition. 


following Tragedy, was taken from the Le- 
gend of St. Genevieve written originally in French, 
and tranſlated into Engliſh about an hundred years 
ago by Sir William Lower. The firſt ſketch of it, 


conſiſting then of Three Acts only, was ſhewn to 


Mr. Pope two or three years before his death, who 


inform'd me that in his very early youth, he had 


attempted a Tragedy on the ſame ſubject, which he 
afterwards deſtroy'd ; and he adviſed me to extend 
my plan to Five Acts, 

It lay by me, however, for ſome years, before 
I purſu'd it; diſcourag'd by the apprehenſion of 
failing in the attempt: but happening at laſt to 
diſcover a method of altering and extending it, 1 
reſum'd the deſign ; and as leiſure from my other 
avocations permitted, have brought it to its preſent 

ſtate. 


I cannot omit this opportunity of 'repeating my 
acknowledgments to the Public for the continu- 
ance of their candid reception to theſe impertect 

1 ſcenes. 


A N imperfect hint towards the Fable of the 
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ſcenes. The Performers alſo are entitled to my 
thanks, for their diligent application to their re- 
ſpective parts, and for their juſt and forcible manner 
of repreſenting them. 


I have endeavoured in this third “ edition to avail 
myſelf of every material objection that hath come 
to my knowledge, as far as I could do fo without 
totally altering the fable; not indeed with the vain 
hope of producing at laſt a faultleſs piece, but in 
order to render it in ſome degree leſs unworthy of 
that indulgence with which it has been honour'd. 
J have only to add, that if it ſhould be acted another 
ſeaſon, I could wiſh it might be ſtudied from the 


preſent copy, as I hope it is not only more correct, 
but ſomewhat improved. 


* Printed in 1759. 
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By WILLIAM MErmoTa, Eſq. 
Spoken by Mr. Ross. 


I 9 T WAS once the mode inglorious war to wage 


With each bold bard that durſt attempt the Stage, 
Ind Prologues were but preludes to engage. 

Then mourn'd the Muſe not ſlory'd woes alone, 
Condemn'd to weep, with tears unfeign'd, her own, © 
Paſt are thoſe hoſtile days: and Wits no more 

One undifiinguiſh'd fate with Fools deplore. 

No more the Muſe laments her long: felt wrongs, 

From the rude licence of tumultuous tongues : 


In peace each Bard prefers his doubtful claim, 


And as he merits, meets, or miſſes, Fame. 


"Twas thus in Greece (when Greece fair Science bleft, 
And Heav'n-born Arts their choſen Land poet 
Th aſſembled People ſate with decent pride, 


Patient to hear, and ſeilful to decide; 


Y Lf forward far to cenſure than to praiſe, 


Unwillingly refus'd the rival Bays, 


Yes ; they whom Candour and true Taſte inſpire 
Blame not with half the paſſion they admire ; 


Each little Blemiſh with regret deſcry, 


But mark the Beauties with a raptur'd eye. 
Vet modeſt fears invade our Author's breaſt, 


With Attic lore, or Latian, all unbleſi; 
Deny'd by Fate thro' Claſſic fields to tray, 


Where bloom thoſe wreaths which never know decay: 
Where Arts new force from kindred Arts acquire, 


And Poets catch from Poets genial fire. 


Not thus he boaſts the breaſt humane to prove, 
And touch thoſe ſprings which generous paſſions move, 


To melt the ſoul by ſcenes of fabled woe, 
And bid the tec» for fancy'd ſorrows flow ; 


Far humbler paths he treads in queſt of Fame, 
And truſis to Nature what from Nature came. 
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PERSONS of the DRAMA, 


M E N. 


SIFROY, a General Officer, Mr. Ross. 


BEAUFORT Senior, Father of CLEONE, Mr. Ripour. 


BREAUFORT, Junior, her Brother, Mr. Dyes. 
PauLET, the Friend of Sir Rox, Mr. Clarke, 
GLANVILLE, a near Relation, Mr. SpARKs. 


Racozin, a Servant corrupted by 


W OM E N. 


Ci Roxx, the Wife of Strxov, Mrs. BELLAuv. 


” _— 


T8 ABELLA, her Companion, - Mrs. ELN. 
A CHILD about five Years old. - 
OFTICERs of JusTICE, SERVANTS, &c. 
SCENE, Sirxov's Houſe, and an adjoining Wood. 


T1 ux, that of the Action. 


„ 
SCENE I. A Room in Sifroy's Houſe, 


GLANVILLE, ISABELLA. 


GLANVILLE. 


6 6 Proof that I mean to ſanctify our joys 


By ſacred wedlock? Why then doubt my truth ? 
Why heſitate, why tremble thus to join 
In deeds, which juſtice and my love to thee 
Alone inſpire ? If we are one, our hopes, 
Our views, our intereſts ought to be the ſame, 
And canſt thou tamely ſee this proud Sifroy 
Triumphant lord it o'er my baffled rights? 

34 


HAT means this diffidence, this idle fear ? 
Have I not given thee proof my heart is thine ? 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe late acquir'd demeſnes, by partial hand 
Conſign'd to him, i in equity are mine. 


ISABELLA. 
The ſtory oft I've heard: yet ſure Sifroy 
Hath every legal title to that wealth 
By will bequeath'd : and childleſs ſhould he die, 
The whole were thine. Wait then till time— ' 


GLANVILLE. | 
| Art thou, 
My Iſabella, thou an advocate 0 
For him whoſe hand; with felon-arts, with- holds 
Thoſe treaſures which I covet but for thee ? 


Where i is thy plighted faith thy vows x truth! 


ISABELLA. 

Forbear reproach 1-0 Glanville, love to thee 
Hath robb'd me of my truth—ſeduc'd me on 
From ſtep to ſtep, till virtue quite forſook me. 
Falſe if I am, 'tis to myſelf, not thee ; 

Thou haſt my heart, and thou ſhalt * my will, 
Obedient to thy wiſhes, 


GLANVILLE. 

Hear me then 
This curſt Sifroy ſtands in my fortune's way; 
1 muſt remove him.— Well I know his weakneſs— 
His fiery temper favours my deſign, 
And aids the plot that works his own undoing. 
Yet whilſt far off remov'd, he leads our troops, 
The nation's doughty chief, he ſtands ſecure, 
Beyond the reach of my avenging hand, 

But this will force him home—T have convey'd, 
By Ragozin his ſervant, whom I ſent e 
On other buſineſs, letters which diſcloſe 
His wife's amour with Paulet. 


Is ABELILA. 


CLE ON F. 


ISABELLA, 
Ah ! tho? me 

Thou haſt convinc'd, and 1 believe her falſe, 
Think'ſt thou Sifroy will credit the report ? 
Will not remembrance of her ſeeming truth, 
Her artful modeſty, and acted fondneſs, | 
Secure the eaſy confidence of love? 

GLANVILLE. 
I know it ought not. Weak muſt be the man 
Who builds his hopes on ſuch deceitful ground. 
Paulet is young, not deſtitute of paſſion 
Her huſband abſent, they are oft together : 
Then ſhe hath charms to warm the coldeſt breaſt, 
Melt the moſt rigid virtue into love, 
And tome t the firmeſt friendſhip to be frail. 


All this I've urg'd, join'd with ſuch circumſtance, 


Such ſtrong preſumptive proof, as cannot fail 
To ſhake the firm foundations of his truſt. 
This once aecompliſh'd, his own violence 
And heated rage, will urge him to commit 
Some deſperate act, and plunge him into ruin. 
| ISABELLA. 
But grant thou ſhould'ſt ſucceed, what will enſue ? 
dap him dead, doth he not leave an heir, 
An infant ſon, that will prevent thy claim ? 
GLANVILLE. 
That bar were eaſily remov'd.—But ſoft, 
Who 8 here! ? *Tis Ragozin return'd. 


[Enter Ragozin, 


8 CE N E II. 
, IsABELLA, RAO. 
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= What news, 
Dear Ragozin ? Howdid Sifroy receive 
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My letters? Speak — My vaſt impatience would 
Know all at once. What does his rage intend ? 


| RAGOZIN, 

All you could wiſh. A whirlwind is but weak 

To the wild ſtorm that agitates his breaſt, 

At firſt indeed he doubted - ſwore *twas falſe— 

Impoſſible—But as he read, his looks 

Grew herce ; pale horror trembled on his cheek ; 

And with a faultering voice at length he cry'd, 

O ſhe is vile llt muſt, it muſt be ſo— 

Glanville is juſt, is good, and ſcorns to wrong her 

I know his friendſhip, know his honeſt heart— 

Then falling, ſobb'd in ſpeechleſs agony. 
GLANVILLE, 

Good, very good I—I knew *twould gall—proceed, 

RAGOZzIN. 

His ſmother'd grief at length burſt forth in rage. 

He ſtarted from the floor—he drew his ſword— 

And fixing it with violence in my graſp— 

Plunge this, he cry'd, O plunge it in the heart 

Of that vile traitor, Paulet Vet forbear— 

T hat exquiſite revenge my own right hand 

Demands, nor will I give it to another! 

This ſaid—puſh'd on by rage, he to her ſire 

Diſpatch'd a letter, opening to him all 

Her crime, and his diſhonour. This to you. 

5 [ Gives a letter. 
GLANVILLE, | 

How eagerly he runs into the toils, 

Which I have planted for his own deſtruction !— 

Dear Ragozin, ſucceſs ſhall double all 

My promiſes ; and now we are embark'd, 

We muſt proceed, whatever ſtorms ariſe. 


ISABELLAs 
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ISARBEILA. 
But read the letter. 
[Glanville opens the letter and reads. 

Tho? thou haſt ſtabb'd me to the heart, I cannot but 
thank thy goodneſs for the tender regard thou haſt ſhewn 
to my honour. The traitor Paulet ſhall die by my own 
hand: that righteous vengeance muſt be mine. Mean 
time, forbid the villain's entrance to my houſe. As to 
her who was once my wife, let her go to her father's, to 
whom [I have written; leaving it to him to vindicate her 
virtue, or conceal her ſhame. I am in too much confuſion 
to add more. SIFROY. 

GLANVILLE. 

This is enough—by Heaven ! I ſought no more. 
It is the point at which my wiſhes aim'd. 
The death of Paulet muſt include his own; 
Tuſtice will take that life my injuries ſeek, 
Nor ſhall Suſpicion caſt one glance on me. 
But does he purpoſe ſoon to leave the army, 
Or let his vengeance ſleep! 


RAGOZIN, 


All wild he raves, 4 


That honour ſhould forbid to quit his charge. 
Yet what reſolves the tumult in his breaſt 
May urge, is hard to ſay. 


GLANVILLE. 
We muſt prepare 
For his arrival ; well I know his rage 
Will burſt all bounds of prudence. Thou, my friend, 
(For from the hour which ſhall compleat our bulineſs, 
Thy ſervitude ſhall ceaſe) be diligent 
To watch all accidents, and well i improve 
Whatever chance may riſe, | 
5 RAOOzEIx. 
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RAcozix. 
Truſt to my care. [ Exit. 


| | GLANVILLE. 
Now, Iſabella ! now th* important hour 
To prove my truth, ariſes to my wiſh. 
No longer ſhalt thou live the humble friend 
Of this Cleone, but, her equal born, 
| Shalt riſe by me to grace an equal ſphere, 


ISABELLA. 
Her equal born I am—nor can my heart 
Akeener pang than baſe dependence feel. 
Yet weak by nature, and in fear for thee, 
I 5 for th* event. O ſhould'ſt thou fail 
GLANVILLE. 
To me, my Ifabella, truſt the proof 
Of her conceal'd amour. I know full well 
Her modeſty is mere diſguiſe, afſum'd 
To cheat the world ; but it deceives not me. 
I ſhall unveil her IT. wickedneſs, 
And on her midnight revels pour the day. 


IsABELLA., 
Searce can my heart give credit— 


GLANVILLE. 

Thou, alas, 
Art blinded by the bl ſhe diſplays 
Of truth and innocence ; but I explore 
Her inmoſt foul, and in her ſecret thoughts 
Read wantonneſs. Believe me, this gay youth, 
Maſk'd in the guiſe of friendſhip to Sifroy, 
Is her vile paramour. But I forget; 
Tell Ragozin, my love, to wait without; 
This buſineſs afks diſpatch, and I may want 
His uſeful aid. 


To aBELLA 
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I8ABELLA, 
I go; but till my heart 
Beats anxious, leſt the truth of thy ſuſpicions 
Should fail of proof. [Exit Iſabella. 


GLANVILLE. 
Fear nothing, I'm ſecure, — 

Fond, eaſy fool] whom for my uſe alone, 
Not pleaſure, Ive enſnar'd ; thou little dream'ſt, 
That fir'd with fair Cleone's heaven of charms, 
I burn for their enjoyment. There, there too, 
Did this Sifroy, this happy bated rival, 
Defeat the firſt warm hopes that fir'd my boſom. 
I mark'd her beauties riſing in their bloom, 
And purpos'd for myſelf the ripening ſweetneſs ; 
But ere my hand could reach the tempting fruit, 
*'T was raviſh'd from its eager graſp. And Oh! 
Would fate at laſt permit me to prevail, 
'Vengeance were ſatisfy'd. I will attend her; 
And urge my ſuit, tho' oft repuls'd, once more. 
If ſhe's obdurate ſill, my lighted love 
Converts to hatred : I will then exert 
The power which her deluded lord hath given, 
Drive her this inſtant hence, and in her flight, 
To glut my great revenge, ſhe too ſhall fall, 


[ Exit. 
SCENE III. Cas another Room. 
Cx RON R and a Servant. 
Crxzoxx. 
Paulet! my huſband's friend! give him admittance; 


His friendſhip ſympathizes with my love, 
Cheers 


Cheers me by talking of my abſent lord, 
And fooths my heart with hopes of his return. 
| [ Enter Paulet: 
Paul Er. 
Still do theſe louring clouds of ſorrow ſhade 
Cleone's brow, and ſadden all her hours? 


CL2eoxE. 
Ah Paulet ! have I not juſt cauſe to mourn ? 
Three tedious years have paſt ſince theſe ſad eyes 
Beheld my dear Sifroy : and the ſtern brow 
Of horrid war ſtill frowns upon my hopes. 


PAULET. 
The fate of war, tis true, hath long detain'd 
My noble friend from your fond arms and mine 
But his redoubted ſword by this laſt ſtroke 
Muſt ſoon reduce the foe to ſue for peace. 
Tbe gallant chief who led the barbarous hoſt, 
And was himſelf their ſoul, is fallen in battle, 
Slain by the valiant hand of your Sifroy. 


CLEONE. 
To me, alas, his courage ſeems no virtue: 
Dead to all joy, but what his ſafety gives, 
To every hope, but that of his return, 
J dread the danger which his valour ſeeks, 
And tremble at his glory. O good Heaven! 
Reftore him ſoon to theſe unhappy arms, 
Or much I fear, they'll never more enfold him. 


FAULET: 
What means Cleone ? No new danger can 
Affright you for my friend, I fear your breaſt 
Beats with the dread of ſome impending ill, 
Threatening yourſelf. Now, by the love that binds 
My heart to your Sifroy, let me intreat, 


11 


If my aſſiſtance can avail you aught, 
That to the utmoſt hazard of my life, 
You will command my ſervice. 


CLEONE. 

Kind Heaven, I thank thee! My Sifroy hath yet 
One faithful friend. O Paulet—but to thee, 
The many virtues that adorn the mind 
Of my lov'd lord, and made me once fo bleſt, 
'T were needleſs to diſplay. In mine alone 
His happineſs was plac'd ; no grief, no care 
Came ever near my boſom; not a pain 
But what his tenderneſs partaking, ſooth'd. 
All day with fondneſs would he gaze upon me, 
And to my liſtening heart repeat ſuch things, 
As only love like his knew how to feel. 
O my Sifroy! when, when wilt thou return? 
Alas, thou know'ſt not to what bold attempts 
Thy unſuſpeCting virtue has betray'd me! 

 PAULET. 
What danger thus alarms Cleone's fear ? 


CLEONE. 
I am aſham'd to think, and bluſh to ſay, 
That in my huſband's abſence this poor form, 
Theſe eyes, or any feature ſhould retain | 
The power to pleaſe—but Glanville well you know — 


PAULET. . 
Sure you ſuſpect not him of baſe deſigns |! 
He wears the ſemblance of much worth and honour, 


CLEONE. 
So to the eye the ſpeckled ſerpent wears 
A ſhining beauteous form ; but deep within, 
Foul ſtings and deadly poiſons lurk unſeen. 


O Paulet, this ſmooth ſerpent hath ſo crept 
Into 


Into the boſom of Sifroy, ſo wound 
Himſelf about my love's unguarded heart, 
That he believes him harmleſs as a dove. 


Paurkr. 
Good Heaven, if thou abhorr'ſt deceit, why ſuffer 
A villain's face to wear the look of virtue ? 
Who would have thought his looſe defires had flown 
So high a pitch ?—Have you imparted aught 
Of his attempts, to Iſabella ? 

CLEONE. 

No. 

PAULET. 
J had ſuſpicion his deſigns were there. 

CLEONE.. 
I've thought ſo too: nay have ſome cauſe to fear 
That ſhe's his wife. This hath teftrain'd my tongue. 


PAULET. 
»Tis well if ſhe deſerve your tenderneſs. 
But ſay, Cleone, let me know the means, 
Which this moſt impious man, this truſted friend, 
Hath taken to betray— 


CLEeoNEg, 
I hear his voice; 
And this way he directs his hated ſteps. 
Retire into that room—he ſeldom fails 
To hint his bold defires. Your ſelf perhaps 
May thence detect him, and by open ſhame 


Deter him from perſiſting. 
* a [Paulet goes into the room. 


Glanville enters. 


6 CENE IV. Crteone, GIANVIIIE. 
GLANVILLE, 
TI greet you, lady, with important news; 


Tho 
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The Saracens are beaten- yet Sifroy, 

Coldly neglectful of your blooming charms, 
Purſues a remnant of the flying foe 

To ſtrong Avignon's walls, where ſhelter'd ſafe, 
The hardy troops may bear a tedious ſiege. 
Why then, Cleone, ſhould you ſtill reſiſt 

The ſoft entreaties of my warm deſire? 
Methinks the man but ill deſerves your truth, 
Who leaves the ſweet Elyſium of your arms 

To tread the dangerous helds of horrid war. 


CLEONE. 
And what, O Glanville, what doſt thou deſerve ? 
Thou, who with treachery repay'ſt the truſt 
Of facred friendſhip ? Thou, who but to quench 
A looſe defire, a lawleſs paſſion's rage, 
Would'ſt baniſh truth and honour from thy breaſt ? 


| GLANVILLE. 
Honour !—What's honour? A vain phantom rais'd 
To fright the weak from taſting thoſe delights, 
Which Nature's voice, that law ſupreme, allows. 
Be wiſe, and laugh at all its idle threats, 
Beſides, with me your fame would be ſecure, 
Diſcretion guards my name from Cenſure's tongue. 


CLEONE. 
And doſt thou call hypocriſy, diſcretion ? 
Say'ſt thou that vice is wiſdom? Glanville, hear me, 
With thee, thou ſay'ſt, my fame would be ſecure; 
Unſully'd by the world. It might. Yet know, 
Tho? hid beneath the center of the earth, 
Remov'd from Envy's eye, and Slander's tongue, 
Nay from the view of Heav'n itſelf conceal'd, 
Still would I ſhun the very thought of guilt, 
Nor wound my ſecret conſcience with reproach, 


. | GLAN- 
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GLANVILLE, 
Romantic all ! Come, come, why were you form'd 
So tempting fair; why grac'd with ev'ry charm, 
With eyes that languiſh, limbs that move with grace 
Why were theſe beauties given you, but to ſoothe 
The ſweet, the ſtrong ſenſations they excite ? 
Why were you made ſo beauteous, yet ſo coy ? 
[Offers to embrace her, ſhe puts him by with diſdain, 
CLEONE, 
Baſe hypocrite ! why rather wert thou ſuffer'd 
Beneath fair virtue's mien to hide a heart 
So vile? Why this, good Heaven ! but doſt thou think. 
Thy foul devices ſhall be ſtill conceaPd ? 
Sifroy ſhall know thee; thy deteſted crime 
Shall ſtand reveal'd in all its horrid form. 


GLANVILLE. 


Is love a crime? O aſ your feeling heart 
{ Paulet bur/ts from the room, 


SCENE V. CLEONE, GLANVILLE, PAULET. 


PAULET. 

Villain, defiſt ! 

SGraxvIILE. 

Ha ! Paulet here! — Tis well: 
He is her minion then ! Tis as I gueſs'd; | 
My letters to Sifroy traduc'd them not. [Aft 

| PAULET. 2 

Vile hypocrite !—what ! lurk ſuch warm deſires 
Beneath that ſober maſk of ſanctity ? | 
Is this the firm undoubted honeſty, 
In which Sifroy confiding, fleeps ſecure ? 
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GLANVILLE. 
And is it fit that thou ſhould'ſt lecture vice? 
Thou who, even here, this moment wert conceal'd, 
The favorite object of lewd privacy? 
Should'ſt thou declaim againſt the rich repaſt, 
Thy gluttonous appetite alone enjoys 
To all the heights of luxury? Sweet lady! 
Who now ſhall ſtand reveal'd before Sifroy ? 
But I have long, long known your intercourſe, 
Nor wanted clearer proof to ſpeak your crimes, 
| [ Goinge 
CLEONE. 
O heaven and earth 
PAULET. 
Stay, monſter ! by high Heaven, 
Thy life ſhall anſwer this vile calumny. 


GLANVILLE. 
Den not I fear thy threatenings I deſpiſe. 
Soon I'll return, to thine and her confuſion. 


[Exit Glanville, 
SCENE VI. Creons, PavLitr. 


_ CLEONE, 
What have I done? unhappy raſh concealment ! 
This may, alas! give color to his charge. 
PAULET. 
He dares not wrong you with the leaſt ſurmiſe, 
The lighteſt imputation oh your fame! 
Nor would the world believe him. Your fair deeds, 
The conftant tenor of your virtuous life, 
Would triumph o'er th' audacious tale. 
CLEONE. 
Ah, Paulet! 
The. ging of ſlander ſtrikes her venom deep. 
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An envious world with joy devours the tale, 
That ſtains with infamy a ſpotleſs name. 

Vet what's the vain opinion of the world! 
To keep one voice, one ſingle heart's eſteem, 
Is all my wiſh, If my Sifroy but think —— 


PAULET. 
Wound not your peace with vain ungrounded fears: 
My friend is noble, knows your virtues well ; 
Nor will he ſuffer jealouſy to ſhake 
His generous mind with doubt. And for that wretch, 
This arm ſhall give him chaſtiſement. 


CLEONE. 

| Ah! no; 
I fear the chaſtiſement of Glanville's guilt 
May looſe the tongue of Cenſure on my innocence, 
And can I bear, now, in my huſband's abſence, 
The whiſper'd falſehood of malicious tales, 
That caſt a doubt on his Cleone's truth? 
O rather leave his puniſhment to Heaven! 
At leaſt defer it till my lord's return. 

> PAULET. 
And ſhall the man I love return, and find 
A villain unchaſtis'd, who in my fight 
Preſumptuous dared to wound his ſacred honor 
It muſt not, ſhall not be. | 

Re- enter Glanville with Ragozin. 


SCENE VII. CI ORxE, PAULET, GLANVILLE, 
RAGOZIN. 


GLANVILLE. 
Mark me, young Sir, 
»Tis wich authority that I forbid 
Yeur entrance in this houſe. Sifroy, convinc'd 


Of 


F 21 


Of all your ſecret crimes with that vile wanton, 
Spurns from his door the falſehood he diſdains. 


CLEONE, 
Let me not hear it! I! am Ja wanton ? 
Does my dear lord think his Cleone vile? 
GLANVILLE. 
He knows it well. 
PAULET. 
Villain, *tis falſe ! He ſcorns 
So mean a thought, 
GLANVILLE. 
To ſilence every doubt, 
See his own hand. 
PAuLET, fhewing the letter to Ragozin. 
Say, whence is this ? who brought it ? 
RAGOZzIN. 
I brought it from my maſter, 


GLANVILLE, 
Look upon it. 


[ Cleone and Paulet look over it. 


CLEONE. 
Am ] then baniſh'd from my huſband's houſe ? 
Branded with infamy !—was once his wife ! 
Unkind Sifroy ! am I not ſtill thy wife? | 
Indeed thy faithful wife]! and when thou know'ſt, 
As know thou wilt, how falſely I'm accus'd, 
This cruel ſentence ſure will pierce thy heart. 
PAULET. 
Amazement ſtrikes me dumb !—This i impious ſcroll 
Is forg'd. Sifroy, tho” raſh, is noble, juſt, 
And good. Too good, too noble to permit 
So mean a thought to harbour in his breaſt. 


CLEONE. 
No: 'tis his hand- his ſeal. And can 1 bert 
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Suſpicion! Ah! Sifroy, did'ſt thuu not know 
wy heart incapable —— 
PAULET 
| Licentious wretch | 
At what fell miſchief has thy malice aim'd ? 


GLANVILLE. 
At thine. and her detection, which at length 
1 have accompliſh'd. 

Paul Er. 

Impudent and vain! 
Think'ſt thou Cleone's virtue, her fair truth, 
Can ſuffer taint from thy unhallow'd breath?! 
Were they not proof but now againſt thy arts? 
GLANVILLE. | 
Miſtaken man ! To gain one perſonal proof 
Of her incontinence, that feign'd attempt 
Was made; all other proof I had bceiore, 
And why I fail'd thou know'ſt; | 
Who in her private chamber cloſe conceal'd, 
Mad'ſt it eee me ſhould tien comply. 

CLEONE. 

Deteſted der I deſpiſe thy baſeneſs; 
Diſdain reply; and truſt in Heaven's high hand 
To daſh thy bold deſigns. [Exit Cleone. 


PAULET, whiſpering. 
Obſerve me, Sir— 
This inſult on the honour of my friend 
Muſt be chaſtis'd. At morning's earlieſt dawn, 
In the cloſe vale, behind the caſtle's wall, 
Prepare to meet me arm'd. 
| __ GLanwviLLE. 
3 Be well aſſur'd 
I will not fail. [Exit Paulet. 
Vet ſtay —let Prudence guide me 
Courage, 
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Courage, what is't ?-—'tis folly's boiſterous raſhneſs, 


And draws its owner into hourly dangers, 

J hold it ſafer he were met to-night, 
Thou ſee'ſt, my Ragozin, we are embark'd 
Upon a troubled ſea: our ſafeties now 
Depend on boldly ſteming every wave, 
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That might o' erwhelm our hopes. Paulet muſt die 


He's dangerous, and not only may defeat 
Our enterprize, but bring our lives in hazard. 


RA OzIx. 
Shall we not fruſtrate thus your firſt deſign, 
To make the law ſubſervient to your aims 
Againſt the life and fortunes of Sifroy ? 


GLANVILLE. 
Leave that to me. Sifroy, full well I know, 
Will ſoon arrive. Thou, when the gloom of night 
Shall caſt a veil upon the deeds of men, 
Trace Paulct's ſteps, and in his boſom plunge 
Thy dagger's point: thus ſhall thy care prevent 
His future babbling; and to prove the deed 
Upon Sifroy, be mine. 


RAG Oz IN. 
He dies this night. 

GrLexvIILE. 
Let thy firſt blow make ſure his death, 
So ſaall no noiſe detect Mee. Hither ſtrait 
Convecy his corpſe, which ſecretly interr'd 
Withia the garden's bound, prevents diſcovery, 
Till I ſhall ſpring the mine of their deſtruction, 
Racozin, 


He hall not live a an hour. . [ Exit Razozins 


GLANyILLE, 


Hence, hence Remorſe ! 
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I muſt not, will not feel thy ſcorpion ſting. 

Yet hell is in my breaſt, and all its fiends 
Diſtract my reſolutions. I am plung'd 

In blood, and muft wade thro' : no fafety now 
But on the farther ſhore. Come then, Revenge, 
Ambition come, and diſappointed Love ; 

Be you my dread companions : ſteel, O ſteel 

My heart with triple firmneſs, nerve my arm 
With tenfold ſtrength, and guide it to achieve 
The deeds of Terror which your ſelves inſpir'd. 


End of the Fir ACT. 
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SCENE I. A Room in Sifroy's Houſe. 


GLANVILLE, ISABELLA» 


GLANVILLE. 


URE the dark hand of death ere this hath clos'd 
The prying eyes of Paulet, and ſecur'd 
Our bold attempt from danger. But haſt thou, 
Free from ſuſpicion, to Cleone's hand 
Convey'd the letter, forg'd againſt my ſelf, 
Preſſing her inſtant flight, and branding me 
With black deſigns againſt her life ? 


ISABELLA». 
| I have; 


Pretending 'twas received from hands unknown. 
But lurks no danger here ! Will not this letter, 
Diſcover'd after death, thy guilt betray ? 
| GLANVILLE. 
There am I guarded tooggg The deed once done, 
A deep enormous cavern in the wood 
Receives her body, and for ever hides. 
But ſhe perus'd, thou ſay'ſt, the letter Well 
How wrought it *—Say—this moment will ſhe fly? 
| Succeſs in this, and all ſhall be our own. 

lg ISABELLA. 
Silent ſhe paus*d—and read it o'er and o'er, 
Then lifting up her eyes Forgive him, Heaven! 


Was 
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Was all ſhe ſaid. But ſoon her riſing fear 
Reſoly'd on quick eſcape. Suſpicion too, 

That all her ſervants are by thee corrupted, 
Prompts her to fly alone, ſave with her child, 
The young Siſroy, whom claſping to her breaſt, 
And bathing with a flood of tears, ſhe means, 
Safe from thy fnares, to ſhelter with her father, 


GLANVILLE, 

Juſt as J hop'd—Beneath the friendly gloom 

Of Baden wood, whoſe unfrequented ſhades 
They needs muſt paſs to reach her father's houſe, 
J have contriv'd, and now ordain their fall. 
Kindly ſhe plans her ſcheme, as tho? her ſelf 
Were my accomplice, 

| ISABELLA. 

As we parted, tears 
Guſh'd from her eyes—ſhe cloſely preſs'd my hand, 
And heſitating cry'd—O Iſabella ! 

Tf *tis not now too late, beware of Glanville, 
J ſcarce could hold from weeping. 
GLANVILLE, 
Fool ! root out 
That wenkieh, which unfits th' aſpiring ſoul 
For great deſigns, But huſh ! who's here ? 


[ Enter Racozre, 


SCENE II. 
GrAxvIIIE, ISABELLA, RAGOzZIN, 


GLANVILIE. 
Say, quickly 


Is our firſt work achicv'd 2 


RagoZzing 
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RaGozin. 

Succeſsfully, 
With two bold rufflans, whoſe aſſiſting hands 
Were hir'd to make the buſineſs ſure, I trac'd 
His ſteps with care; and in the darkſome path 
W hich leads beſide the ruin'd abby's wall, 
With furious onſet ſuddenly attack'd him, 
Inſtant he drew, and in my arm oblique 
Fix'd a ſlight wound; but my affociates ſoon 
Perform'd their office; and betwixt them borne, 


I left him to an haſty burial, where 
You firſt directed, 


GLANVILLE. 
We are then ſecure 
From his detection; and may now advance 
With greater ſafety, O my Ragozin, 
But one ſtep more remains, to plant our feet 
On this Sifroy's poſſeſſions; and methinks 
Kind Opportunity now points the path 
Which leads us to our wiſh. 
RAGOZIN. 
Propoſe the means, 

GLANVILLE. 
This hour Cleone with her infant boy, 
Borrowing faint courage from the moon's pale beam, 
Prepares to ſeek the manſion of her father, 
Thou know'ſt the neighbouring wood thro? which they pals, 

Racozin. 

know each path and every brake. 

GLANVILLE. 

There hid 
In ſecret ambuſh, thou muſt intercept 
Her journey, | 


RAcozix. 
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RaGozin. 
And direct her to the world 
Unknown. N 


GLANVILLE, 
Thou read'ſt my meaning right. Go thou 
To haſten her departure, and to keep [ To Iſabella. 
Her fears awake. 
ISABELLA. 

Already ſhe believes 
Her life depends upon her inſtant flight, | 
[Exit Iſabella. 


SCENE III. 
GLANVILLE, RAGOzix. 


GLANVILLE. 

And haply ours. Each moment that ſhe lives 

| Grows dangerous now; and ſhould ſhe reach her father, 
All may be loſt. Let therefore no delay 

Hang on thy foot-ſteps : "Terror wings her flight; 0 

Our « danger calls at leaſt for equal ſpeed. 


RAGOzZIN. 
They 'ſcape me not, I know the private path 
They needs muſt tread thro* Baden's loneſome wood, 
And death ſhall meet them in the dreary gloom, 


GLANVILLE. 
Mean time, ſoon as ſhe leaves her houſe, J raiſe 
From whiſpering tongues, a probable report, 
That ſhe with Paulet ſeeks ſome foreign ſhore, 
'This will confirm her guilt, and ſhelter us 
From all ſuſpicion. 

RAGOZIN. 
True; both gane at once 


Will 
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Will give an air of truth fo plauſible 
GLANVILLE. 
Hark ! huſh ! | 
RAGOEZIN. 

Who is it? 

GLANVILLE. 

Tis Cleone's voice! 

This way ſhe comes -we muſt not now be ſeen. 
Fly to thy poſt, and think on thy reward. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV, 


CLEONE with her Child. 
No Paulet to be found! Misfortune ſure 
Prevents his friendſhip ; and I dare not wait 
For his aſſiſtance. Friendleſs and alone 
] wander forth, Heaven my ſole guide, and Truth 
My fole ſupport, But come, my little love, 
Thou wilt not leave me. 

CHILD. 
No, indeed I won't! 
I'M love you, and go with you every where, 
If you will let me. | 
CLEONE. 

My ſweet innocent! 
Thou ſhalt go with me. I've no comfort left 
But thee. I had—!I had a huſband once, 
And thou a father. But we're now caſt out 
From his protection, baniſh'd from his love. 


CHILD. 
Why won't he love us? Sure I've heard you ſay, 
You lav'd him dearly, 

CLEONE. 


O my burſting heart 
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His innocence will kill me. So I do, 

My angel, and I hope you'll love him too. 
CHILD. - 

Yes, ſo I will, if he'll love you: and can't 

I make him love you ? 


CLEONE. 
Yes, my dear; for how 
Could he withſtand that ſweet N look 
Of infant innocence : [ 


CHILD. 
O then he ſhall, 
If ever I do ſee him, he ſhall love you. 


 Crxont. | 
My beſt, my only friend | and wilt thou plead 


'Thy poor wrong'd mother's cauſe ? 


: | Enter Iſabella 


SCENE V. 


CLeone, her Child, and ISABELLA: 


HE IsABELLA. 
Dear madam, haſte ! Why thus delay your flight, 
When dangers riſe around? 
CLEONE. 
Indeed, my ſteps 

Will linger, Iſabella.— O *tis hard 
Alas, thou can't not feel how hard it i 
To leave a huſband's houſe ſo dearly lov'd ! 
Yet go I muſt—my life is here unſafe. 
Pardon, good Heaven, the guilt of thoſe who ſeek it! 
I fear not Death: yet fain methinks would live 
To clear my truth to my unkind Sifroy. PS 

1 IsABELLA. 
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ISABELLA. 
O doubt not, madam, he will find the truth, 
And baniſh from his breaſt this ſtrange ſuſpicion, 
Bur haſte, dear lady, wing your debe with haſte, 
Leſt Death ſhould intercept 


CLEONE. 
And muſt I go? 
Adieu, dear manſion of my happieſt years! 
Adieu, ſweet ſhades ! cach well- known-bower, adieu! 7 
Where I have hung whole days upon his words, 
And never thought the tender moments long 
All, all my hopes of future peace, farewel ! 
| [ Throws herſelf on her knees. 
But, O great Power | who bending from thy throne 
Look'ft down with pitying eyes on erring man, 
Whom weakneſs blinds, and paſſions lead aſtray, 
Impute not to Sifroy this cruel wrong! 
O heal his boſom, wounded by the darts 
Of lying Slander, and reſtore to him 
That peace, which I muſt never more regain. [| Ri/es, 
Come, my dear love, Heaven will, I truſt, protect 
And guide our wandering fteps ! Yet ftay—who knows, 
Perhaps my father too, if Slander's voice 
Hath reach'd his ear, may chide me from his door, 
Or ſpurn me from his feet! — My ſickening heart 
Dies in me at that thought! Yet ſurely he 
Will hear me ſpeak! A parent ſure, will not 
Reject his child unheard | 
ISABELLA, 
He ſurely will not. Whence theſe ernte n * 


- CLeone. 
Indeed I am to blame, to doubt his goodneſs, 
Farewel, my friend !—And oh, when thou ſhalt ſee 


My 


My ſtill belov'd Sifroy ; ſay, I forgive him 

Say I but live to clear my truth to him; 

Then hope to lay my ſorrows in the grave, 

And that my wrongs, leſt they ſhould wound his peace, 


May be forgotten. [Exit Cleone, with her Child. 


SCENE VI. 


IsABELLA, alone. 


Gracious Heaven! her grief 
Strikes thro* my heart ! Her truth, her innocence 
Are ſurely wrong'd.—O wherefore did I yield 
My virtue to this man ? Unhappy hour ! 
But *tis too late —Nor dare I now relent. 


[Enter Glanville, 


SCENE- VII. 
ISABELLA, GLANVILLE. 


GLANVILLE» 
The gate is clos'd againſt her, never more 
(If right I read her doom) to give her entrance. 
Thus far, my Iſabella, our deſigns 
Glide ſmoothly on. "The hand of Prudence is 
To me the hand of Providence. 


ISABELLA. 
| Alas! 
How blind, how impotent is human prudence ! 
I wiſh, and hope indeed, that ſcreen'd beneath 
The ſhades of night, which hide theſe darker deeds, 
We too may lie conceal'd : but ah, my hopes 


Are 
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Are daſh'd with fear, leſt Heaven's all-piercing eye, 
That marks our covert guilt, ſhould flaſh detection. 


GLANVILLE, /ernly. 
If thy vain fears betray us not, we're ſafe. 
Obſerve me well. Had I the leaſt ſurmiſe, 
That ſtruck by conſcience, or by phantoms awed, 
Thou now would'ſt ſhrink — and leave me, or 
betray | 
By all the terrors that would ſhake my ſoul 
To perpetrate the deed, thou too ſhould'ſt fall! 


ISABELLA. 


"x canſt thou then ſuſpect, that after all 

I've done to prove my love, I ſhould betray thec ? 
O Glanville ! thou art yet, it ſeems, to learn, 
That in her fea o' weak, a woman's love 
Inſpires her ſoul to dare beyond her ſex, 


GLANVILLE. 
Forgive me, Iſabella, IJ ſuſpect 


Thee not; this raging fever in my brain 
Diſtracts my reaſon. But no more—I know 
Thee faithful, _ will hence be calm. 


ISABELLA. 


Indeed my heart has been fo wholly thine, 
That ev'n its ſprings are temper'd to thy wiſh, 


GLANVILLE. 


Think or, ny warmth no more. I was to blame, 

But come, my love, our chief, our earlieſt care 

Muſt be to give loud Rumour inſtant voice, 

That both detected in their looſe amour 

Are fled together. Whiſper thou the tale 

Firſt to the ſervants, in whoſe liſtening ears 

Suſpicions are already ſown ; while I 
D ; Ti 
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Th' unwelcome tidings to her fire convey. 
[Exit Iſabella one way, and as Glanville i 
going out the other, he meets a ſervant, 


g SERVANT. 
My lady's brother, ſir, young Beaufort, 1. 
Arriv'd, enquires for you, or for his ſiſter. 


GLANVILLE. 
Attend him in.— The letters of Sifroy 
Have reach'd their hands. My ſtory of her flight 
Will, like a cloſing witneſs well prepar'd, 
Confirm her guilt. | [Enter Beaufort Funier, 


SCENE VIII. 
GLANVILLE, BEAUFORT Junior. 


BEAUFORT Junior. 

What ſtrange ſuſpicion, Glanville, has poſſeſs'd 
The boſom of Sifroy ? Whence had it birth? 
Or on what ground could Malice fix her ſtand, 
To throw the darts of Slander on a name 

8 — as Cleonc's? 


GLANVILLE. 


| | I could wiſn 
It gives me pain to ſpeak—but I could wiſh 
'The conduct of Cleone had not given 
So fair a mark. 


BravrorT Junior. 


So fair a mark !-—W hat ! who ? 


Clone, ſay'ſt thou !—Hath my ſiſter given 
So fair a mark to Slander ?—Have a care! 


Ihe breath that blaſts her ſame may raiſe a ſtorm 
Not eaſily appeas'd. 
| "GLANVILLE. 

It grieves me, fir, 


That 
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That you compel me to diſcloſe, what you 
In bitterneſs of ſoul muſt hear. But ſhe 


And Prudence have of late been much eſtrang'd. 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Defame her not—Diſcretion crowns her brow, 
And in her modeſt eye ſweet Innocence 
Smiles on Detraction. Where, where is my ſiſter? 
She ſhall confront thy words—her look alone 
Shall prove her truth, and Calumny confound, 


GLANVILLE. 
You ſurely know not, fir, that ſhe is led—— 


BeavrForT Junior. 
What ſay'ſt thou? Fled !-—Surprize choaks up my words! 
It cannot be | Fled ! whither ?—(one ! with whom? 


GLANVILLE. 
With Paulet, ſir, Sifroy's young friend. 
BEAUFORT Junior. 
Impoſſible 
I'm on the rack ! Tell, I conjure thee, tell 
The whole myſterious tale. Where are they gone? 


GLANVILLE. 
That they conceal. I only know, that both, 
Soon as they found their impious love diſclos'd, 
With inſtant ſpeed withdrew : and 'tis ſuppos'd 
Will ſeek tor ſhelter on ſome foreign ſhore. 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Where then is Truth, and where is Virtue fled, 
Ere while her dear companions ? — How, my ſiſter, 
How art thou fallen !—Thy father too—O parricide } 
Had'ſt thou no pity on his bending age? 
On his fond heart ?—too feeble now to bear 
So rude a ſhock, | 
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GLANVILLE. 
Can it not be conceal'd ? 


BEAUTORT Junior. 
That hope were vain. Himſelf impatient comes, 
From his lov'd daughter to enquire the cauſe 
Of this opprobrious charge. And ſee, he's here. 
[ Enter Beaufort Senior. 


SCENE IX. 
BEAUFORT Senior, BEAUFORT Junior, GLANVILLE, 


BEAUFORT Senior. 


Where is my daughter ? where my injur'd child ? 


O bring me to her ! ſhe hath yet a father, | 
(Thanks to the gracious Powers who ſpar'd my life 
For her protection) ready to receive 

With tender arms his child, tho? rudely caſt 

From her raſh huſband's door. What mean theſe tears 
That trickle down thy cheek ? ſhe is not dead 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Good Heaven! what ſhall I fay ?—No, en dead 
She 1 is not dead but Oh | 


BEAUrORT Senior. 
But what? Wound not 
My heart! where is ſhe ? lead me to my child 
*Tis from herſelf alone that I will hear 
The ſtory of her wrongs. 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Alas ! dear fir, 
She is not here. 
BEAUFORT Senior. 
Not here ! 
BRAu- 
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BEAUFORT Junior. 
O fortify 
Your heart, my deareſt father, to ſupport, 
If poſſible, this unexpected ſtroke ! 
My fiſter, fir—why muſt I ſpeak her ſhame ! 
My wretched ſiſter, yielding to the lure 
Of Paulet's arts, hath left her huſband's houſe. 


BEAUFQRT Senior. 
Great Pow'r ! then have I liv'd, alas ! too long. 
This is indeed too much. I cannot bear— — 
But *tis impoſſible! —does not thy heart, 
My fon, bear teſtimony for thy ſiſter 
Againſt this calumny? - What circumſtance, 


What proof have we of my Cleone's guilt ? 


GLANVILLE. 
Is not their diſappearing both at once, 
A ſtrong preſumption of their mutual guilt ? 


BEAvFoRT Senior. 
Preſumption, ſay'ſt thou! Shall one doubtful fact 
Arraign a life of innocence unblam'd ? 

Shall I give up the virtue of my child, 

My heart's ſweet peace, the comfort of my age, 
On weak ſurmiſes ? — Sir, I muſt have proof, 
Clear, unambiguous proof, not dark preſumption. 


GLANVILLE. 
Thus rudely urg'd, my honour bids me ſpeak, 
What elſe I meant in tenderneſs to ſpare. 
Know then, I found the wanton youth conceal'd 
In her apartment. 
one BeAvuroRT Senior. 
Thou doſt then confeſs 
Thy ſelf my child's accuſer ?: but thy word 
D 3 Wil 
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Will not ſuffice. Far other evidence 

Muſt force me to believe, that Truth long known, 

And native Modeſty, could thus at once 

Deſert their ſtation in Cleone's breaſt. 
GLANVILLE. 

Wait then for other evidence— 

With ſuch as doubt my honour, I diſdain 


All further conference. [Exit Glanville, 


SCENE X. BravyorT Senior, BEAUFORT Junior. 


BEAUFORT Junior. 


What can we think? 
His firm undaunted boldneſs fills my breaſt 


With racking doubts, that dread to be reſolv'd, 
Yet this ſuſpenſe is Torture's keeneſt pang. 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
We a not bear it. No, my fon, lead on; 
We muſt be ſatisfy'd. Let us direct 
Our ſteps to Paulet's habitation. There, 
It ſeems, we muſt enquire. And yet my foul 
Strongly impels me to ſuſpect this Glanville ; 
For can Cleone, V irtue's fav'rite ward, 
Thus totally be chang'd ?—If thou art fall'n 
If thy weak fteps, by this bad world ſeduc'd, 
Have devious turn'd into the paths of Shame, 
Never, ah ! never let me live to hear 
Thy foul diſhonour mention'd. If thou art 
Traduc'd—and my fond heart ſtill flatters me 

With hope—then gracious Heaven ! ſpare yet my life, 

O ſpare a father to redreſs his child ! 


End of the Second ACT, 
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SCENE I, The Area before Sifroy's Hoc. 


SIFROY alone, 
Dreadful change ! my houſe, my ſacred home, 
At fight of which my heart was wont to bound 
With rapture, I now tremble to approach. 
Fair manſion, where bright Honour long hath dwelt 
With my renown'd progenitors, how, how 
At laſt hath vile Pollution ſtain'd thy walls! 
Yet look not down with ſcorn, ye ſhades rever'd, 
On your diſhonour'd ſon—He will not die 
Till juſt revenge hath by the wanton's blood 
Aton'd for this diſgrace. Yet can it be? 
Can my Cleone, ſhe whoſe tender ſmile 
Fed my fond heart with hourly rapture, ſhe 
On whoſe fair faith alone J built all hope 
Of happineſs—can ſhe have kill'd my peace, 
My honour ? Could that angel form, which ſeem'd 
The ſhrine of Purity and Truth, become 
The ſeat of Wantonneſs and Perfidy? 
Ye Powers !—-ſhould ſhe be wrong'd in my own heart 
How ſharp a dagger hath my frenzy plung'd ! 
O paſſion-govern'd ſlave ! what haſt thou done? 
Hath not thy madneſs from her houſe, unheard, 
Driven out thy boſom friend ?—Guiltleſs perhaps— _ 
Hell, hell is in that thought !—Thou wretch accurkt ! 
Such thy raſh fury, thy unbridled rage, 
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Her guilt or innocence alike to thee 
Muſt bring diſtraction, But I'll know the worſt. 


[ Exit. 
SCENE II. Changes to a Room in the Thouſe, 


GLANVILLE, ISABELLA. 


GLANVILLE. 
What doſt thou ſay ? Already is Sifroy 
Arriv'd ? Who ſaw him? when? 


Is ABELLA. 
This moment, from 

My window, by the glimmering of the moon, 

I ſaw him paſs. 

| GLANVILLE. 
He comes as I could wiſh. 
His hot-brain'd fury well did I foreſee 
Would, on the wings of Vengeance, ſwiftly urge 
His homeward flight. But I am ready arm'd, 
Raſh fool ! for thy deſtruction. And tho' long 
Thou haſt uſurp'd my rights, thy death at laſt 
Shall give me ample juſtice. 
| ISABELLA. 
Ah, beware ; 
Nor ſeek his life with peril of thine own. 
| GLANVILLE. 

Truſt me, my love, (tho' time too precious no- 
Permits not to unfold to thee my ſcheme) 
I walk in ſafety, yet have in my graſp, 
Secure, his hated life. But fee, he comes 


Retire. | [Exit Iſabella. Enter Sifroy, 


SCENE 
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SE ENE H. Granville, SIFROY: 


GLANVILLE, advancing to embrace him. 
My honoured friend !— _ 


SIFROY. 
Glanville, forbear— 
And ere I join my arms with thee in friendſhip, 
Say, I conjure thee, by that ſacred tie, 
By all thou hold'ſt meſt dear on earth, by all 
Thy hopes of heaven, and dread of deepeſt hell— 
Haſt thou not wrong'd my wife ? 


GLANVILLE. 

Unjuſt Sifroy ! 
Hath my warm friendſhip thus regardful been, 
Thus jealous of thy honour, and doſt thou 
Yet queſtion mine ? Sure the united bonds 
Of friendſhip and of blood, are ties too ſtrong 
To leave a doubt of my ſincerity. 
And ſoon too clearly, fir, you will diſcern 
Who has been falſe, and who your faithful friend. 


SIFROY. 
O rack me not ! let dread Conviction come— 
Her ſtrongeſt horrors cannot rend my heart 
With half the anguiſh of this torturing doubt. 
Speak then—far tho? the tale ſhould fire my brain 
To madneſs, I muſt hear. Yet, Glanville, ſtay— 
Let me proceed with caution—my ſoul's peace 
Depends on this event. Tis ſaid I am raſh— 
Bear vitneſs] am I fo ?—Where is my wife? 
Severe I may de, but I will be juſt. 
I cannot, will not hear her faith arraign'd, 
Before I ſee her, 
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GLANVILLE. 
See her, ſir! _ 
Where will you ſee her ? 


SIFROY-. 
Where! thou haſt not yet 
Convey'd her to her father On the wings 
Of Speed I flew, {till hoping to prevent 
The raſh decree of unreflecting rage, 


| GLANVILLE. 
Heaven give thee patience -O Sifroy ! my heart, 
Tho' thou haſt wrong'd it with unkind anten 
Bleeds for thy injuries, for thy diſtreſs. 
The wife, whom thou ſo tenderly haſt lov'd, 
Is fled with Paulet. | 


SIFROY. | 
Fled !—-How ? whither ? when? 


GLANVILLE. 
This day they diſappear'd, and *tis believ'd 
Intend to "7 from ſhame, and leave the land, 


SIFROY« 
Impoſſible !—ſhe cannot be ſo chang'd— 
Was ſhe not all my heart could wiſh ?—Take heed— 
Once more I charge thee, Glanville, and my ſoul's 
Eternal welfare refts upon thy truth— 
Traduce her not ! nor drive me to perdition ! 
For-by the flames of vengeance, if I find 
Thy accuſation true, they ſhall not ſcape 
Yes, I will trace th' adulterer's private haunts, 
Ruſh like his evil genius on their ſhame, 
And ſtab the traitor in her faithleſs arms 
Almighty Power | whoſe piercing eye explores 
The depths of falſchood ! take not from my arm 
| 8 
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This due revenge nor tempt mankind to doubt 
The juſtice of thy ways. Why this intruſion? 
8 [ Enter a Servant. 
SERVANT, 
My lady's father, Sir, 
SIFROY. 
Her father here ! 


GLANVILLE. 
Yes, he was here before—thy letters brought him, 
And hence went forth in haſte to find out Paulet. 
| SIFROY. 
Conduct him in. 
Unhappy man! his grief, 
His venerable tears will wring my heart. 
Retire, good Glanville ; interviews like theſe, 
Of deep-felt mutual woe, all witneſs ſhun, 
| Tz [Exit Glanville, 


[ Exit Servant. 


SCENE IV. Strroy, BEAUFORT Senior. 


BRAU FORT Senior. 
Raſh man ! what haſt thou done? on what ſurmiſe 
Doſt thou impeach the honour of my name, 
Sacred thro' many an age from ev'ry ſtain? 
O! thou haſt from thy boſom caſt away 
The ſweeteſt flower that ever nature form'd. 


| SIFROY» 
Reproach me not —commiſerate a wretch 
On whom Affliction lays her iron hand! | 
That flower, which look'd fo beauteous to the ſenſe, 
Ran wild, grew ranker than a common weed. 


BEAUFORT Senior. 


It is not - cannot be! Have I not known, 
8 Even 
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Even from her earlieſt childhood known her heart? 
Known it the ſeat of Tenderneſs and Truth? 
Her thoughts were ever pure as virgin ſnows 

From heaven deſcending : and that modeſt bluſh, 
Diſplay' d on her fair cheek, was Virtue's guard. 
She could not fall thus low—my child is wrong'd ! 
Aſk thine own heart—recal her blameleſs life, 
Was ſhe not all a parent's fondeſt wiſh — 


SIFROY. 
Call not to my diſtracted mind how good, 
How bright ſhe once appear'd. Time was indeed, 
When bleſt in her chaſte love, I fondly thought 
My ſoul poſſeſs'd of all that earth held fair 
And amiable : but memory of paſt bliſs 
Augments the bitter pangs of preſent woe ! 
Is ſhe not chang'd—fallen—loſt ? 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
Patience, my ſon, 

Compoſe the tempeſt of thy grief. Juſt Heaven 
Will doubtleſs foon reveal the hidden deeds 
Of guilt and ſhame. If thy unhappy wife 
Thus wanton in the paths of vice hath ſtray'd— 
I would not raſhly curſe my darling child 
Vet hear me, righteous Heaven! May mn 
Diſeaſe, and beggary imbitter all 
Her wretched life! But my undoubting heart, 
In full conviction of her ſpotleſs truth, 
Acquits her of all crime. 


SIFROY, 


Is it no crime, 
That liſtening to a vile ſeducer's voice, 


She leaves her huſband's houſe—her deareſt friends ? 
Flies with her paramour to foreign climes, 
1 A wil 
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A willing exile ? Damn'd adultreſs ! What, 
Are theſe no crimes ? 
BEAUFORT Senior. 
Suppreſs thy rage. They are: 

But is ſhe guilty ? Art thou well inform'd 
They went together ? How doth it appear ? | 
Who ſaw them? Where? Alas! thy headlong rage 
Was too impatient to permit enquiry. 

SIFROY. 
Were they not miſſing both? both at one hour? 
Say, for thou haſt enquir'd; is Paulet found? 

BEAUFORT Senior. 

He is not: but my ſon perhaps, whom zeal 
To clear a much-lov'd ſiſter's injur'd fame 
Eager impels to ſtricteſt inquiſition, 
May bring ſome tidings. 

SIFROY. 

May kind Heaven direct 
His ſteps where lurks their covert ſhame from 9 * 
And from my juſt revenge. 
BEAUFORT Senior. 
Still, ſtill thy rage 
With wank; precarious inference concludes 
Their unprov'd guilt. Be calm, and anſwer me, 
Think'ſt thou thy wife, if bent on looſe deſigns, 
Would madly join an infant in her flight, 
To impede her ſteps, and aggravate her ſhame ? 
| SIFROY, 

O my confuſion ! where, where is my child ? 
Alas I had forgot the harmleſs innocent 
Bring to my arms the poor deſerted babe ! 
He knows no crime, and guiltleſs of offence 
Shall put his little hands into my breaſt, 
And eaſe a father's boſom of its ſorrows. 


Brav- 
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BEAUTORT Senior. 
Unhappy man! that comfort is deny'd thee: 


| DIFROY. ES 
What means my father !—Speak—yet ah, take heed ! 

My heart already is too deeply pierc'd, 

To bear another wound—W hat of my child ? 


 BravroRrT Senior. 
That he's the partner of his mother's flight, 
Should calm, not raiſe the tempeſt of thy grief— 
For proves it not by conſequence direct, 
Some ſecret injury, not guilt, hath driven 
My hapleſs daughter from her huſband's roof? 


DIFROY. 
What injury, what crime could love like mine 
Commit againſt her ? Was ſhe not more dear, 


More precious to my heart, than the warm flood 
Which feeds its vital motion: 


BErAvUFoRT Senor. 


Ev'n that love, 
If open to the tales of Calumny, 
Might wound her virtue with unjuſt ſuſpicion. 
Beſides, to raſnneſs and credulity 
Shadows are demons, and a weak ſurmiſe 


Authentic proof. Who's her accuſer ? 


SIFROY., 
PEE: One 
Whoſe taintleſs honor, and unſhaken truth 


Have oft been try'd, and ever ſtood approv'd. 
He, fir, whoſe friendſhip, with reluctant grief, 
At length diſcloſed my ſhame, was honeſt Glanville : 
Report from vulgar breath I had deſpis d. 
| BEAUFORT Senior. 
So may high Heaven deal mercy to my child, 
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As I believe him treacherous and baſe, . 
[Enter BEAUFORT Jun. 


: SCENE V. 
SirROY, BEAUFORT Sen. BEAUFORT Jun. 


BEAUFORT Sen. 
Here comes my ſon—W hat means this look of terror ? 

BEAUFORT Jun. 
I fear, my father, ſome dread miſchief— Ha! 
Is he return'd Now may the Powers avert 
This dire ſuſpicion that ſtrikes thro? my heart! 
Tell, I conjure thee tell me - here's my ſiſter ? 
Thou haſt not murder'd her 

SIFROY. 
Good Heay'n ! what means 

My brother's dreadful words ? Murder my wife ! 

Speak, quickly ſpeak !—My heart ſhrinks up with horror! 
Whence are thy apprehenſions ? 

BEAUFORT Sen. 
My dear ſon, 

Keep not thy father on the rack of doubt, 

But ſpeak thy tears. | 

| BeAurFoRT Jun. 

W hat fate may have befallen 
My injur'd ſiſter, Heaven and thou beſt know— 
But Paulet, whom thy fierce revenge purſu'd, 
This night is murder'd. 

SIFROY. 


Ha ! what ſay' ſt thou ?—Paulet ! 


Is Paulet dead? How know'ſt thou he is murder'd? 


BEAUFORT Jun. 
In the dark path which to the cloyſter leads, 


His 


—— ow 


- - . 
a Wt een re ery : 
— —  w_— ———— RCTS 
= 


48 £6 EONS 


His ſword is found, and bloody marks appear, 
That ſpeak the deed too plain. 
| SIFROY. 


But where's my wife ? 
Was not ſhe with him? Went they not together ? 


BEAUFORT Jun. 
Together | no. The villain Glanville's falſe! 
My ſiſter is traduc'd. 
SIFROY, 
Falſe ! Glanville falſe !— 
What !—Paulet murder'd and my wife traduc'd ! 
Rack me ye furies ! tear me joint from joint ! 
Your pangs are nothing I have done a deed, 
No tortures can atone | "Tremendous Power 
What tempeſt wrapt in darkneſs now prepares 
To burſt on my devoted head ? What crime 
Unknown, or unrepented, points me out, 
The mark diſtinguiſh'd of peculiar vengeance ? 2 
Why turns the gracious all-benignant eye 
Averſe from me? O guide my ſteps to find 
Where lurks this hidden miſchief— 


BEAUFORT Jun. 
| Lurks it not 
In thine own breaſt ? 
BEAUFORT Ses. 

My ſon, forbear. 

| SIFROY., | 
| Art. thou, 

My brother, ſo unkind ! Would I have ſtabb'd 

Thy heart, when breaking with convulſive pangs 
Of dreadful doubt ?—But I deſerve unkindneſs 
I was unkind, was cruel to Cleone— _ 
Yet lead me to her arms—tho* wrong'd, abus'd, 


She, 
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She, like offended Heaven, will ſtill forgive. 

My friend too, my beſt friend is murder'd ! Oh, 
What hand accurs'd hath wrought this web of woe? 
Support me, Mercy ! *tis too much, too much ! 

But let Diſtraction come, and from my brain 

Tear out the ſeat of Memory, that I 

No more may think, no more may be a wretch ! 


| BEAvFoORT Sen. 
Be calm, my fon. When Heaven's high hand afflicts, 
Submiſſion beſt becomes us nor let man, 
The child of weakneſs, murmur. 


Str Rox. 
O my father! 
Thee too my raſhneſs hath undone ! Thou, thou 
Wilt join with Heaven to curſe me ! but I kiſs 
The rod of Chaſtiſement, and in the duſt 


Reſign'd, a proſtrate ſuppliant, beg for mercy. 


BEAUFORT Sen. 
Moderate the grief, 
Which thus unmans thee—Rouſe thee to the ſearch 
Of theſe dark deeds—and Heaven direct our footſteps. 
Hath not Suſpicion whiſper'd to thy heart, 
That he, this Glanville, whom thy friendſhip truſts 
With confidence intire, may yet be falle ? 


SIFROY. 
Till this dread hour, ſuſpicion of his truth 
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Ne'er touch'd my breaſt Now, doubt and horror raiſe 


Diſtraction in my ſoul. 


BEAUFORT Sen. 
All-gracious Power ! 
Look on our ſorrows with a pitying eye! 
My feeble heart finks in me—But do thou 
Bear up againſt this tide of woe: I truſt, 
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If goodneſs dwell in heaven, my child is ſafe. 
Perhaps ſhe ſecks the ſhelter of theſe arms, 
And we have miſs'd her in th' entangled wood. 
With ſpeed diſpatch immediate meſſengers 
Through different paths, with ſtricteſt ſearch to trace 
Cleone's ſteps, or find thy murder'd friend. 
My ſon, I charge thee, ſce this well perform'd. 5 
BEAUFORT Jun. 
I will not fail. [Exit Beaufort Fun 
| BEAUFORT Sen. 
Mean while let us obſerve 


Each motion, word, and look of this fell fiend ; 


So may we beſt detect him; and his ſchemes, 
'Tho? gloſs'd with ſaint-like ſhow (if much I err not) 
Will ſoon in all their horrors ſtand reveal'd, 


D Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 


Changes to the Mood. 


Enter CLEONE and the Child, 


CLEONE. 
Whence do theſe terrors ſeize my finking heart? 
Since guilt I know not, wherefore know I fear? 
And yet theſe ſilent ſhadowy ſcenes awake 
Strange apprehenſions. Guardian Powers! protect 
My weakneſs |[—Hark ! what noiſe is that? — All ſtill. 
It was but fancy.—Yet methought the howl 
Of diſtant wolves broke on the ear of Night, 
Doubling the deſart's horror. 
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CHILD. 
O I'm frighted ! 
Why do you ſpeak and look fo ſtrangely at me? 
CLEONE. 
I will not fright my love. Come, let's go on 
We've but a little way—Save us, ye Powers! 
Sees Ragozin enter with a dagger and a maſt 
en. She flies with her child, he follows. 
| RAGOZIN. 
Stop—for thou fly'ſt in vain. - 
CLEONE (within the ſcenes) . 
| Help! Mercy! Save! 
Kill not my infant! Murder! O my child! 
[ She retreats back to the ſcene, and falls in a ſwoon. 


[ Re-enter Ragozin. 


Racozin. 
She too is dead II fear'd that blow was ſhort — 
But hark ! what noiſe I muſt not be detected 
No time to bury em now—be that his care.— 
 [Ext, 

CLONE, waking from her trance. 
Where have I been ? What horrid hand hath ſtamp'd 
This dreadful viſion on my brain? O Death! 
Have I not gain'd thy manſions? Am! ſtill 
In this bad world? What ails my heart? my head? 
Was not my child here with me ? Sure he was — 
And ſome foul Dæmon terriſies my foul + 
With fears of murder, Gracious Heaven, forbid ! 
Conduct my ſteps, kind Providence, to where 
My little wanderer ſtrays, that I may know 
This horror in my mind is but a dream, [ Goes out. 
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SCENE VII. 


Changes to an adjoining part of the wood, and diſcovers the 
child murder*d. I Cleone re-onters, 


CLEONE. 
O fearful Silence ! Not a ſound returns, 
Save the wild echoes of my own fad cries, 
To my afirighted ear !—My child! my child! 
Where art thou wander'd where beyond the reach 
Of thy poor mother's voice !—Yet while above 
The God of juſtice dwells, I will not deem 
The bloody viſion true. Heaven hath not left me— 
There truth is known, well known—and ſee my love! 
Sec, where upon the bank its weary'd limbs 
Lie ſtretch'd in ſleep. In ſleep! O agony! 
Blaſt not my ſenſes with a fight like this ! 
*Tis blood! tis death! my child, my child is murder'd ! 


[Falls down by her child, kiſſing it and weeping. Then 
raiſing herſelf on her arm, after a dead ſilence, and look- 
ing by degrees more and more wild, ſhe proceeds in d 
diſtracted manner. 


Hark! hark ! lie ſtill, my love — For all the world 
Don't ſtir !—*Tis Glanville, and he'll murder us! 
Stay, ftay—T'll cover thee with boughs—don't fear 
PII call the little lambs, and they ſhall bring 
Their ſofteſt fleece to ſhelter thee from cold. 
There, there—lie cloſe—he ſhall not ſee—no, no; 
I'Il tell him *tis an angel I have hid. [ She riſes up. 
Where is he? ſoft !—he's gone, he's gone, my love, 
And ſhall not murder thee.— Poor innocent! 
T 


%% 


Tis faſt aſleep. Well thought ! I'll ſteal away, 
Now while he ſlumbers—pick wild berries for him, 
And bring a little water in my hand— 

'Then, when he wakes, we'll ſeat us on the bank, 
And ſing all night. 


End of the Third ACT, 
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SCENE, a Room in Sifroy's Houſe, 


GLANVILLE, ISABELLA, 


GLANVILLE. 
Etray'd ! by whom betray'd ? By thy vain fear. 
How curs'd is he who treads on Danger's path, 
Entangled with a woman ! Fool! alone 
I had been ſafe, 
a IsABELLA. 
Vet hear me- On my life, 
No word from me hath ſcap'd. We may perchance 
Be yet ſecure. 
GLANVILLE. 
Perchance ! And do our lives 
Depend on fickle chance? But ſpeak—proceed— 
Whence are thy fears? 
IsABELLA. 
In cloſe concealment hid, 
This moment I o'erheard a whiſper'd ſcheme 
Of ſeizing thee. 
GLANVILLE. 
Confuſion! Can it be? 
Can Ragozin, the villain, have betray'd me ? 
ISABELLA, 
I fear he hath. Where is he? 
| GLAN 
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GLANVILLE. 


Not return'd 
From Baden wood, to aſcertain the deed 


That crowns our buſineſs. Were but that ſecure, _ 


My tortur'd ſoul, torn on the rack of doubt, 


Might yet feel peace. How wears the time? 


ISABELLA. 
Two hours 
Are wanting yet to midnight. 
GLANVILLE. 
Wherc's Sifroy? 
Is ABELLA. 


With Beaufort. But perplexing doubts diſtract 
His reaſon, that all power to act forſakes him. 
Still farther to alarm - deep- ſtain'd with gore, 
The ſword of Paulet's found, and other marks 
That ſpeak him murder'd. 


GLANVILLE. 
That's beyond my wiſh : 
And tells but what I wanted to proclaim. 


ISABELLA. 


| Proclaim! What mean'ſt thou? Doth it not conduce 


To our detection? Doth it not confirm 
Their dark ſuſpicions? 


GLANVILLE. 
The ſhort line, alas, 
Of thy weak thought, in vain would ſound the depth 
Of my deſigns. But reſt thee well aſſur'd 
I have foreſeen, and am prepar'd to meet 


All poſlible events. 


ISABELLA. - 
O grant, good Heaven— 


E 4 Great 
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Great God ! how dreadful *tis to be engag'd 
In what we dare not pray that Heaven may proſper ! 


GLANVILLE. 
Curſe on thy boding tongue! Let me not hear 
Its ſuperſtitious weakneſs — Huſh ! who comes? 
No more—'tis Ragozin—Now ſleep Diſtruſt. 
Firſt let me learn if he hath done the deed, 
If not, I am betray'd, and will awake 


In vengeance on his falſchood. Enter Ragozin, 


SCENE I. 
| GLANVILLE, ISABELLA, RaGozin. 


GLANVILLE. 
Speak, my friend— 
Cleone and her child—fay quickly—how diſpoſed ? 


RaGozin. 
To Heav'n remov'd, no longer * obſtruct 
Our views on earth. 


GLANVILLE. | 
Speak plainly—are they dead ? 
RAGoziIN. 
Both dead. 


4 


GLANVILLE. 
Swear, ſwear to this! And by all hope 

Of that reward which urg'd thee to the deed, 
Swear thou haſt not betray d me 

RAGOz IN. 

| Whence ariſe 
Theſe baſe ſuſpicions ? I diſdain that crime! 
Tho' branded with the name of an aſſaſſin, 
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J am not yet fo mean as to betray. 

GLANVILLE, 
Diſtraction May I truſt thee ? 

 RAGOZIN, 

As thou wilt. 
GLANVILLE, pauſing. 

It muſt be ſo—we ſtill are ſafe : and this 
Pretence of ſtrong ſuſpicion 1s no more 
Than ſubtil artifice, contriv'd to draw 


RAGOziN. 
*T is no more, 
GLANVILLE. 
Nor will I more than with a juſt contempt 
Regard it. All our deeds of blood are done. 
What now remains, the law thall execute. 
RAGoziN, 
What's thy intent ? 
GLANVILLE. 
The thruſt thus aim'd at me, 
Shall deeply pierce Sifroy's unguarded boſom. 
Thy aid once more, as witneſs to his threats. 


RAGOZIN. 
Freely I would, but ſafety now requires 
That I abſcond. The ſtipulated ſum, 


Forgive me therefore, if I claim this night. 
GLANVILLE. 

»Tis thine. But bark !retire—l hear his ſtep 

One moment wait—at his return, *tis thine, 


-RAaGoziN, afide. 
Curs'd chance! Were 1 poſſeſs'd of my reward, 
Who would might wait thee now—nor will I more 
Than ſome ſhort moments reſt unſatisfied. # Exit. 
ans [ Enter Sifroy. 


SCENE III. GLAN VILLE, Sir Rox. 
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SIFROY, at ſeeing GLANVILLE. 
O Happineſs ! thou frail, thou fading flower, 
Whoſe culture mocks all human toil, farewel ? 
But I, blind madman ! by the roots have pluck'd 
Thy ſweetneſs from my boſom. My dear love! 


Where wanders now thy wrong'd, thy helpleſs virtue ? 


On what cold ſtone reclines thy drooping head, 
While trickling tears call thy Sifroy inhuman ? 
Deluded wretch ! why did my greedy ear 
Catch the rank poiſon of Suſpicion's breath, 
And to my tortur'd brain convey diſtraction ? 


GLANVILLE, advancing to him. 
Are thus my faithful ſervices repaid ? 
Are the plain truths my undiſguiſing heart 
In friendſhip told, already deem'd no more 
Than vile ſuggeſtions of deſigning falſchood ? 


SIFROY., 

Villain, they are — Thou know'ft them falſe as hell! 
Where is my wife? —O traytor ! thou haſt plung'd 
My foul into perdition |! 

GLANVILLE. 

Rather ſay, 

That he who led aſtray the willing wife, 
Thy folly doats on—he— 


SIFROY. 
Blaſphemer ! ſtop 
Thy impious tongue! The breaſt of that dear ſaint 
Enſhrines a ſoul as ſpotleſs as her form. 


Said'ſt thou not, Slanderer ! that my love was fled 
With Paulet ? 
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GLANVILLE. 
True: I did. 
StFROV. 
| Art thou not ſure 
That this is falſe ? Haſt thou no dreadful cauſe 
To know it cannot be ? 


GLANVILLE. 

None. Thou, perhaps, 
Whoſe bloody crrand J indeed have heard 
Already is accompliſh'd—thou, tis true, 
May'ſt know that they are parted : twas the deed 
Thou flew'ſt thus ſwiftly to perform. But how 
Doth that impeach the truth of her elopement ? 
That thou haſt murder'd him, acquits not her, 


| SIFROY. 
That I have murder'd !—I !—Pernicious wretch ! 
What dark deſign, by blackeſt hends inſpir'd, 
Lurks in thy treacherous foul ? Tremendous Power! 
Have I then ſinn'd beyond all hope of mercy ? 
Muſt the deep phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On my devoted head, be pour'd from him ? 
But all thy ways are juſt ! To him I gave 
'That credit which I ow'd my injur'd love— 
He now, by thy ſupreme decree, ſtands forth 
The avenger of my crime, 


[ Enter Beaufort Senior, 
with Officers, &c, 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


SIFROY, GLANVILLE, BEAUFoRT Sen. Officers, Ec, 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
Seize there your victim. 
GLANVILLE. 
What means this outrage ? Upon what pretence— 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
The bloody hand of murder points out thee 
To ſtrong ſuſpicion. Turn'ſt thou pale 0 wretch! 
Thy guilt drinks up thy blood. 


GLANVILLE. 
Not guilt, but rage ! 
Who dares accuſe me ? | 
BEAUFORT Senior. 
I. Where's Paulet ? where 
My daughter ? who thou baſely ſaid'ſt, were fled | 
Together? 


GLANVILLE. 

That his poniard found the way 
Too part their ſteps, impeaches not my truth, 

BEAUFORT Senior. 
His poniard ! 
| GLANVILLE. 
His. I ſhould have ſcorn'd to charge 
The man, whoſe honour I think deeply wrong'd: 
But my own life attempted thus, demands 
That truth ſhould riſe to light. Cam'ſt thou not here, 
Driven by the fury of a dire revenge? | 
What other motive urg'd thy deſperate haſte ? 


SIFROY. 
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SirRov. 
Inſidious ſlave] haſt thou inſnar'd my foul 3 
By treacherous arts? Haſt thou with falſchood vile 
Inflam'd this hapleſs breaſt ?—And would'ſt thou now 
Infer my guilt, from my provok'd reſentment ? 


GLANVILLE: 
Lean'd I on feeble inference—T would aſk, 
What cauſe have I to ſeek this Panilet's blood? 
"T was not my wife, my daughter, he ſeduc'd ! 
How has he injur'd me? But I reject 
"Theſe trivial pleas -I build on certain proof. 


3 BEAUFORT Senior. 
What proof ? 
GLANVILLE. 
The ſtrongeſt—his own hand and ſeal 
Fixt to the firm reſolve, that he alone [ Shewing the letter. 
Would do the righteous deed—for ſo his rage | 
Calls Paulet's murder. 


BEAUFORT Senor. 
| Ha ! What can I think 
Unhappy man ! and haſt thou to the crime 
Of raſh ſuſpicion, added that of murder? 


X SIFROY- 
My father, hear thy ſon, I plead not for 
My life, but juſtice. — That I am a wretch, 
Groaning beneath the weight of Heaven's juſt ire— 
That ſnared and caught in meditated wiles, 
I baniſh'd from my houſe a guiltleſs wife— 
That burning with revenge, I flew to quench 

My wrath in Paulet's blood—all this I own. 
But by the ſacred eye of Providence | 
That views each human ſtep, and ſtill detects 

The 
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The murderer's deed; of this imputeꝗ crime 
My heart is ignorant, my hands are clear. 


BEAUFORT 9en29r, 

I wiſh thee innocent — 
GLANVILLE. 
Hays then my words 

No weight? And is his own atteſting hand 
No proof againſt him? Is her fecret flight 
An accident? No more—Q partial man | 
To hide thy daug'tter's thame, thou ſeek'ſt my life. 
But I appeal from thee to public juſtice, 


BRAUrORT Senior. 
To that thou art conſign'd : and may the hand 
Of ſtrict enquiry drag to open day 
All ſecret guilt, tho' ſhame indelible 
Should brand a daughter ncareſt to my heart. 
Heaven aid my ſearch ! I ſeek not blood, but truth, 
Guard ſafe your priſoner to the magiſtrate, 
I'II follow you. The juſtice thou demand'ſt, 
Thou ſhalt not want. 


GLANVILLE. 


"Tis well: I aſk no more. 
Let Ragozin, let Iſabella too | 


Attend the magiſtrate—on them I call 
_ To clear my ſlander'd name. 


BEAUFORT Senior. 


| It ſhall be ſo. 
Take them this inſtant to your ſtricteſt care. 


Thou too, Sifroy, be ready to attend. 


SI Rox. 
O think not I will leave him, till full proof 
Condemn him or acquit. 


BEAU - 
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BEAUFORT Senior. 
The cauſe demands it. 
[ Exeunt Officers with Glanville guarded, 


SCENE V. nnr, Bravronr Sir, 


SIFROY. 
Whence has the milcreant this unuſual firmneſs ? 
Can guilt be free from terror ? 


BEAUFORT Senior. 

No, my ſon: 
And thro' the maſk of ſmooth Hypocrily, 
Methinks I fee conceal'd a trembling heart. 
If he be true, my daughter mutt be falſe : 

If he be guiltleſs, who hath murder'd Paulet ? 


SIFROY. 
There, there, thank Heaven ! my hands are innocent. 
But oh, my love Conduct me where ſhe ſtrays 
Forlorn and comfortleſs ! Alas, who knows 
Her tender heart perhaps this moment breaks 
With my unkindneſs ! Wretch ! what haſt thou loſt ! 


Enter Beaufort Junior. 


S CEN E VI. 


SIFROY, BEAUFORT Senior, BEAUFORT Junior- 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Thy ſoul's ſweet peace !—Never, no never more 
To be regain'd !—Shame, anguiſh, and deſpair 
Shall haunt thy future hours! Severe Remorſe 
Shall ſtrike his vulture talons thro? thy heart, 


And 
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And rend thy vital threads. 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
What means my ſon? 


SIFROY, 
My brother !—if I may conjure thee yet 
By that dear name. — 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Thou may'ſt not—l diſclaim it 


DIFROY. 
Why doſt thou ſtill alarm my ſhuddering ſoul 
With riſing terrors ! 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
My dear ſon, relieve 
Thy father from this dread ſuſpenſe |! 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
O fir ! how ſhall I ſpeak ! or in what words 
Unfold the horrors of this night? My ſiſter— 
Loſt to her wretched ſelf - thro' dreary wilds 
Wanders diſtracted—void of Reaſon's light 
To guide her devious teet. 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
Support me, Heaven! 
Then every hope is fled ! — Thy will be done |— 
= Where is my child ? Where was ſhe found ? 


BEAvroRT Junior. 

8 Alas 
Of ſoul too delicate, too foft to bear 

Unjuſt reproach, and undeſerved ſhame, 
Diſtraction ſeiz'd her in the gloom of night, 


| As paſling thro? the wood ſhe fought the arms 
| Of a ee father. 


| StrROx. 
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SIFROY. 

| Do I live? 
Is ſuch a wretch permitted ſtill to breathe ? 
Why opens not this earth? Why fleeps above 
The lightning's vengeful blaſt ? Is Heaven unjuſt ? 
Or am I ftill reſerv'd for deeper woe? 
I hope not mercy—that were implous— 
Pour then on my bare head, ye miniſters 
Of wrath ? your hotteſt vengeance— 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Stop - forbear 
Nor imprecate that vengeance, which unſeen 
Already hangs o'er thy devoted life. 
Thou know'ſt not yet the meaſure of thy woe. 
Thy child, thy lovely babe, a bloody corſe, 
Lies breathleſs by his frantic mother's ſide— 
Much to be fear'd, by her own hand deſtroy'd, 
When Reaſon in her brain had loſt dominion. 


SIFROY., 
My child too gone !—Then miſery is compleat— 
O my torn heart Is there in Heaven no pity ? 
None, none for me | The wrongs of all I lov'd 
To Heaven aſcending, bar th'eternal gates, 
And cloſe the ear of Mercy *gainſt my prayer. 
But Fate's laſt bolt is thrown, and I am curſt 
Beyond all power to ſharpen Torture's pang. 
Yes, I am ſcorn'd, abandon'd, and caſt out 
By Heaven and Earth !—] muſt not call thee father 
I have undone thee, robb'd thee of the name : 
And now, my ſelf am childleſs, and undone, 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
Forbear, my ſon, to aggravate thy grief, 
F 
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Already too ſevere. Kind Providence 
May yet reſtore, and harmonize her mind. 


* SIFROY. 
May Heaven pour bleflings on thy reverend head 
For that ſweet hope | but ſay, where ſhall I ſee her 
How bear the dreadful fight ! 


BEAUFORT Junior. 

Dreadful indeed ! 
On the cold earth they found her laid : her head, 
Supported on her arm, hung o'er her child, 
The image of pale Grief, lamenting Innocence, 
Sometimes ſhe ſpeaks fond words, and ſeems to ſmile 
On the dead babe as *twere alive. Now, like 
The melancholy bird of night, ſhe pours 
A ſoft and melting ſtrain, as if to ſoothe 
Its ſlumbers: and now claſps it to her breaſt, 
Cries Glanville is not here—fear not, my love, 
He ſhall not come—Then wildly throws her eyes 
Around, and in the tendereſt accent calls 
Aloud on thee, to ſave her from diſhonour |! 


SIFROY. 
Haſte, let us haſte - diſtracted thus, ſhe grows 
Still dearer, {till more precious to my ſoul ! 
O let me ſoothe her ſorrows into peace. 


BEAUTORT Senior. 
Stay — calls ſhe frequently on Glanville's name? 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
So they report who found her. 


BEAUFORT Senier. 
| Left they her 
Alone! ? 
BEAUFORT Junior. 
No: but all arts to court her thence were vain, 
BEAvs 
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BEAUFORT Senior. 
Thither with ſpeed this moment let us fly. 
Let Glanville too attend. From the wild words 
Of madneſs and delirium, he who ſtruck 
From darkneſs light—may call Diſcovery forth, 
To guide our footſteps. 
| BeavrorT Junior. 


Juſt is your reſolve, 
And I will follow you—but have receiv'd 
Intelligence of Paulet that imports us, 
SIFROY. 
Of Paulet ! of my friend! What may it be? 
| BEAUFORT Junior. 
As yet I'm ignorant. 
BEAUFORT Senior. 
To gain us light, 
Be no means left untry d. 
[Exit BEAUFORT Junior. 
SIFROY. 
But haſte, we linger, 
Yet whither can I fly ? where ſeek for peace ? 
In its moſt tender vein my heart is wounded ! 
Had I been ſmote in any other part, 
I could have borne with firmneſs ; but in Thee, 
My wrong'd, my ruin'd love, I bleed to death, 


End of the Fourth ACT, 
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SCE N E, the Mood. 


Cleone is diſcovered fitting by her dead child ; over whom 
ſhe hath form'd a little bower of ſhrubs and branches of 


trees. She ſeems very buſy in picking little ſprigs from a 
bough in her hand. 


CLEONE ſings. 
The Muſic by Mr. OswaLD, 
7 5 Largo Affetuoſo. 
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Sweeter than the damaſk roſe roſe 
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Was his lovely breaſt; There, O 


| 2 
let me there repoſe, Sigh, 
———— ͤ——. 


— — — _ 2 — 


ſigh, and fink to reſt. 


Did I not love him? who can ſay I did not ? 
My heart was in his boſom, but he tore 
It out, and caſt it from him - Vet 1 loy'd— 
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And he more lovely ſeem'd to that fond heart, [Ny 
'Than the bright cherub ſailing on the ſkirts 1 
Of yonder cloud, th' inhabitant of heaven. 1 


Enter SiFRoy, BEaurorT Senior, ISABELLA, CLAN- 1 
VILLE, RAGOZIN, Officers, Cc. | 1 


B BEAUFORT Senior. 
This is the place And ſee my hapleſs child! 
Why, gracious Heaven! why have I liv'd to feel 
This dreadful moment? - Soft I pray ye tread— 
And let us well obſerve her ſpeech and action. 


SIFROY. 
Have I done this and do I live My heart 1 
Drops blood But to thy guidance I will bend, 2 
And in forc'd filehce ſmother killing grief. 1 


— 
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| GLANVILLE, 11 
Did'ſt thou not tell me, villain, ſne was dead? li 

| RAGOZIN. 
] was deceiv'd—by Heav'n, I thought her ſo, 


GLANVILLE, 
May Hell reward thee. 


BEAUFORT Senior. | | ll | 
Stay—ſhe riſes—huſh |! | 


CLEONE. 
Soft! ſoft! he ſtirs- 
O I have wak'd him—I have wak'd my child | 
And when falſe Glanville knows it, he again 
Will murder him. 
BEAUFORT Senior. WIR 
Mark that ar 
GLANYVILLE, | 9 | 
And are the words | | 
F 3 „ Of 
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Ol incoherent madneſs to convict me? 


SIFROY. 
They are the voice of Heaven, detecting murder! 
Yes, Villain! thy infernal aim appears. 


CLEONE, 

No, no; all ſtill-- As undiſturb'd he ſleeps 

As the ſtolen infant rock'd in th' eagle's neſt. 

I'll call the red-breaſt, and the nightingale, 
Their pious bills once cover'd little babes, 

And ſung their dying dirge. Again, ſweet birds ! 
Again pour forth your melancholy notes, 

And ſoothe once more that innocence ye love. 


DIFROY. 
On that enchanting voice, how my fond heart 
Hath hung with rapture now too deeply pierc'd 
1 die upon the ſound. [He advances towards her, 
My deareſt love, 
Behold thy own Sifroy, .return'd to calm 
Thy griefs ! and pour into thy wounded mind 
The healing balm of tenderneſs ! 


 CLEoNnE, frighted and trembling, 
Sweet Heaven, 

Protect me ! O if you have pity, ſave 
My infant !—Caſt away that bloody fteel ! 
And on my knees [I'll kiſs the gentle hand 
That ſpar'd my child !-- Glanville ſhall never know 
But we are dead—In this lone wood we'll live, 
And I no more will ſeek my huſband's houſe. 
And yet I never wrong'd him ! never indeed ! 


SIFROY. _ 
I know thou didſt not—Look upon me, love! 
Doſt thou not know me ? I am thy Sifroy— 


I 1 . Thy 
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Thy huſband—Do not break my heart O ſpeak ! 
That look will kill me ! 


BEAvroRT Senior. 
My dear child! look up- 

Look on thy father? Am I too forgotten ? 
Is every filial trace in thy poor brain | 
Defac'd—She knows us not May Heaven, my ſon, 
Lend thee its beſt ſupport ! For me—my days 
Are few; nor can my ſorrow's date be long 
Protracted. 


SIFROY. 
Say not ſo! Muſt I become 
The murderer of all I hold moſt dear ? 


_ CLEoONE. 
Yes—yes—a huſband once—a father too 
I had—but loſt, quite loſt—deep in my brain 
Bury'd they lie in he2ps of rolling ſand— 
I cannot find them. | | 


SIFROY. 
O heart-rending grief! 
How is that fair, that amiable mind, 
Disjointed, blaſted by the fatal rage 
Of one raſh moment 
[ She goes to her child, he follows, 
Let'ſweet Pity veil 
The horrors of this ſcene from every eye ! 
My child ! my child ! hide, hide me from that fight ! 
[Turns away, 
| _ CLEONE. 
Stay, ſtay.— for you are good, and will not hurt 
My lamb. Alas, you weep—why ſhould you weep ? 
I am his mother, yet I cannot weep. 
Have you more pity than a mother feels? 
F 4 But 
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But I ſhall weep no more my heart is cold. 


SIFROY, falling on his knees. 
O mitigate thy wrath, good Heaven! Thou know'ſt 
My weakneſs—lay not on thy creature more 
Than he can bear: Reſtore her, O reſtore ! 
But if it muſt not be—if I am doom'd 
To ſtand a dreadful warning to deter 
Frail man from ſudden rage—almighty Power, 
Then take, in mercy take, this wretched life! 


[ As he riſes, Iſabella comes forward and throws herr 


ſelf at his feet. 


ISABELLA. 
Hear, hear me, fir My very heart is pierc'd ! 
And my ſhock'd ſoul, beneath a load of guilt, 
Sinks down in terrors unſupportable. 
*Tis Heaven impels me to reveal the crimes, 
In which a fatal paſſion has involv'd me. 
Protect me, fave me from his deſperate rage 
[Glanville ſuddenly pulls out a ſhort dagger which he 
had conceal'd in his boſem; and attempts to flab her: 
one of the officers wrenches it from him, 
BEAUFQRT Senior. 
Ha ! ſeize the dagger ! 
SIFROY. 
Hold thy murderous hand! ] 
RAGOzzIN, a/ide. 


All is betray'd—for me no ſafety now, 
But ſudden flight. 


[ He endeavours to withdraw. 
| SIFROY, 
| Stop—ſeize—detain that ſlave ! 
Th attempt to fly beſpeaks him an accomplice, 


5 He is ſeized by the officers. 


ISABELLA, 


Eos, 


F 


ISABELLA, to GLANVILLE. 
Tremble, O wretch ! Thou ſeeꝰ'ſt that Heaven is juft, 
Nor ſuffers even ourſelves to hide our deeds. 


To death I yield nor hope, nor wiſh for life 


Permit me to reveal ſome dreadful truths, 
And I ſhall die content. Thy hapleſs wife, 
Chaſte as the pureſt angel of the ſky, 


By Glanville is traduc'd—by him betray'd. 


Paulet is murder'd—and by his device, 
The lovely child. Seduc'd by his vile arts, 


And by the flattering hopes of wealth inſnar'd, 
Diſtracting thought ! I have deſtroy'd my ſoul. 


| BEAUFORT Senior. 
Why, why ſo far from Virtue didſt thou ſtray, 
That to compaſſionate thy wretched fate, 
Almoſt is criminal? 


+ BEAUFORT Senior, e 
But canſt thou bear 
Can thy hard heart ſupport this dreadful ſcene? 


GLAN VILLE. 
I know the worſt, and am prepar'd to meet it. 
That wretch hath ſeal'd my death. And had I but 
Aveng'd her timorous perhdy—the reſt 
I'd leave to Fate; and neither ſhould lament 
My own, nor pity yours, 

' SIFROY. 

Inhuman ſavage! 
But Juſtice ſhall exert her keeneſt ſcourge, 
And wake to terror thy unfeeling heart. 
Guard them to ſafe confinement. —Killing fight ! 


| Behold that piteous object Her dumb grief 
Speaks to my heart unutterable woe ! 


Horror - 


— > — — -- 
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Horror is in her ſilence ( He goes to her) My dear love! 
Look, look upon me ! Let theſe tears prevail, 
And with thy reaſon, wake thy pity too. 
CLEONE, 
Again you weep—But had you loſt a wife, 
As I a huſband, you might weep indeed ! 


Or had you loſt ſo ſweet a boy as mine, 
”T would break your heart! 


DIFROY. 
Her words are pointed ſtce! ! 
Have I not loft a wife ?—loſt a ſweet boy? 
Indeed I have !—My ſelf too murder'd them! 


CLEONE, 
That was unkind—Why did you ſo ?—But huſh ! 
Let no one talk of murder I was kill'd— 
My huſband murder d me but I forgave him. 


SIFROY. 
I cannot, cannot bear O torture ! torture 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
Collect thy ſelf, and with the humble eye 


Of patient Hope, look up to Heaven reſign'd. 


SIFROY. 

Hope ! where is hope Alas, no hope for me! 
On downy pinions, lo! to heaven ſhe flies— 
To realms of bliſ—where I muſt never come! 
Terrors are mine—and from the depths below, 
Deſpair looks out, and beckons me to ſink |! 

BEAUFORT Senior. 
Aſſuage thy grief! call Reaſon to thy aid, 
Perhaps we yet may fave her precious life ; 
At leaſt delay not, by ſome gentle means, 
To ſoothe her to return. | 


SIFROY» 


*. 
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SIFROY. 
May ſoft Perſuaſion dwell upon thy lips! 
But ah, can tears or arguments avail, 
When Reaſon marks not ? 


Enter Beaufort Junior. 


SCENE III. 


CLEONE, SIFROY, BEAUFORT Senior, BEAUFORT Junior. 


BEavrorT Junior. 
Where, where is my ſiſter ? 


BEAUFORT Senigr. 
Alas! the melzncholy ſight will pierce 
Thy inmoſt ſoui !—But do not yet diſturb her, 
Diſtraction o'er her memory hangs a cloud, 
That hides us from her, 


SIFROY., 
My deareſt brother] can thy heart receive 
The wretch, who'robb'd it of a ſiſter's love? 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
Alas, my brother ! 


I do bini thee all. 


Moſt baſely wert thou wrong d. But Truth is found 


r tho' wounded, yet eſcap'd with life. 
SIFROY, 
Then Heaven is juft—But tell me, how eſcap' — 


BAU FORT Junior. 
Thou ſhalt know all But ſtay ! my ſiſter ſpeaks 
 CLeoNE, coming forward. 
O who hath done it !—who hath done this deed 
Of death? - My child is murder'd--my ſweet babe 


Bereft 


* 
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Bereft of life Thou Glanville ! thou art he! 
Remorſeleſs fiend ! deſtroy a child! an infant 
Monſter, forbear ! See, ſee the little heart 
Bleeds on his dagger's point ! 


[ Looking down to the earth. 
But lo! the Farics the black fiends of hell 


Have ſeiz d the Murderer ! look ! they tear his heart 

That heart which had no pity! Hark! he ſhrieks 

His eye-balls glare—his teeth together gnaſh 

In bitterneſs of anguiſh—while the fiends 

Scream in his frighted ear hou ſhalt not murder ! 
BEAuFoRT Senior. 

What dreadful viſions terrify her brain ! 

To interrupt her muſt relieve.—Speak to her. 


DIFROY. 
My deareſt love !—caſt but one look upon us! 


CLEONE, looking up to heaven. 
Is that my infant Whither do ye bear 
My bleeding babe? Not yet. O mount not yet, 
Ye ſons of light, but take me on your wings, 
With my ſweet innocent—I come ! I come 

[ Her father and brother take hold of her. 
Yet hold! where is my huſband—my Sifroy ? 
Will not he follow ? Will he quite forſake 
His poor loſt wife ?—O tell him I was true! [ Swoons, 
BEAUFORT Senior. | 

Alas, ſhe faints -I fear. the hand of Death 
Is falling on her. Gently bear her up. 

2 SIFROY. 
O God ! my heart 
My heart-ſtrings break Did not her dying words 
Dwell on my name ? Did not her lateſt ſigh 


Breathe 


) 


Breathe tenderneſs for me? for me, the wretch, 

Whoſe raſh ſuſpicion, whoſe intemperate rage, 

Abandon'd her to ſhame !—Hah ! gracious Heaven! 
Does ſhe not move? Does not returning light 

Dawn in her feeble eye? Her opening lips 

Breathe the ſweet hope of life ! 


CLEONE. ; | | 
Where have I been ? F 
What dreadful dreams have floated in my brain ! j | 
BEAvuFORT Senior. 1 11.4 
How fares my child ? | 11 
CLEONE. 114 
O faint !_exceeding faint ! — 1 
My father my dear father — 1 wake? | 12 
And am I, am in a father's arms? 
My brother too—O happy 


BEAUFORT Junior. 
My dear ſiſter ! 
SIFROY, = 
Tranſporting rapture ! Will my love return 
To life? to reaſon too? Indulgent Power! 


e _—_ 


„ „ K 
— — 


CLEONE. 
What ſound, what well-known voice is that I hear ! 


Support me, raiſe me to his long-loſt arms ! 
It is my huſband ! my Sifroy ! my love! 
Alas, too faint—I never more ſhall riſe. 


deer. ARGS 
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SIFROY. | 
Ah ! do not wound me, do not pierce my heart 
With any thought ſo dreadful! Art thou given 
In mockery only to my longing arms? _ 
Raiſe up thy head, my love! lean on my breaſt, 
And whiſper to my ſoul thou wilt not die. 


— — 


— . 
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CLEONE. 


SON. 


CLEONE. 
How thy ſweet accents ſoothe the pangs of death ! 
Witneſs ye Angels! thus in thy dear arms 
To die, my faithful love, and ſpotleſs truth 
Confirm'd, was all my wiſh!- Where is my father ? 
Let me but take his bleſſings up to Heaven, 
And I ſhall go with confidence 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
My darling child May that pure bliſs, juſt Heaven 
Beſtows upon departed faints, be thine |! 
CLEONE. 
Farewel, my brother ! comfort and ſupport 
Our father's feeble age To heal his grief 
Will Tu thy ſiſter's dying moments eaſe. 
SIFROY, 
Talk not of death We muſt not, muſt not part 
Good Heaven! her dying agonies approach 
CLEONE, 
The keeneſt pang of death, is that I feel 
For thy ſurviving wae.—Adieu, my love | 
J do entreat thee with my laſt, laſt breath, 
Reſtrain thy tears—nor let me grieve to think 
Thou feel'ſt a pain I cannot live to cure, 


SIFROY., 
M.ight'ſt thou but live, how light were every pain 
Fate could inflict ! 


CLEONE. 
It will not be !—I faint 
My ſpirits fail—farewel—receive me, Heaven, [ Dies. 
SIFROY. 
She's gone !—for ever gone !—Thoſe lovely eyes 
Are clos'd in death no more to look on me 


My 
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My fate is fix'd, and in this tortur'd breaſt 
Anguiſh—Remorſe—Deſpair—muſt ever dwell, 


BEAUFORT Senior. 
Offended Power ! at length with pitying eyes 
Look on our miſery ! Cut ſhort this thread, 
That links my ſoul too long to wretched life 
And let mankind, taught by his hapleſs fate, 
Learn one great truth, Experience finds too late; 
That dreadful ills from raſh Reſentment flow, 


And ſudden Paſſions end in laſting Woe, 


E r 11 O\GU B, 


As onginally Written 


By William SHENS TONE, Eſq. 
Spoken by Mrs. BELLAMY. 


EL LI, Ladies—ſo much for the Tragic flile— 
And now, the cuſtom is — to make you ſmile. 

C To make us ſmile, I hear Flippanta ſay, 

« Yes—ave have ſmil'd indeed—thro' half the play : 

« We always laugh when Bards, demure and fly, 

« Beſtow ſuch mighty pains—to make us cry. 

« And truely, to bring ſorrow to a criſis, 

« Mad-folks, and mitrder'd babes ar. ſhrewd devices. 


« The Captain gone threes jears—and then te blame 
% The veſtal conduct of his virtuous dame — 
« J/hgt French, what Engliſh bride would think it b 
cc Ihen thus accus'd—to give the brute ſome reaſon ? 
« Out of my houſe —this night, forſcath—depart ! 
A modern wife had ſaid— Mith all my heart : 
« But think not, haughty Sir, I' ge alone! 
« Order your coach—condutt me ſafe to town— 
« Give me my jewels - ]-ardrobe and my maid 
« And pray take care my pin-money be paid: 
« Elſe know, I wield a pen—and, for his glory, 
« My dear's domeſtic feats may ſhine in ftory ! 


« Then for the Child—the tale was truely ſad— 
« But who for ſuch a bantling would run mad? 
&« hat wife, at midnight hour inclin'd te foam, 
« I/euld fondly drag her little chit from home f 
G Mat 
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EPILOGUE. 


« hat has a mother with her child to do? 
& Dear brats—the Nurſery *s the place for you ! 


Such are the ſtrains of many a modiſh Fair ! 
Yet memoires not of modern growth—declare 
The time has been, when modeſty and truth 
Mere deem'd additions to the charms of youth ; 
Ere, in the dice-box, Ladies found delight; 
Or fwrm'd, for lack of cards, on Sunday-night; © 
Il hen women hid their necks, and veil'd their faces, 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor flar'd, at public places: 
Nor took the airs of Amazons—for graces | 

When plain domeſtic virtues were the mode 
And wives neer dreamt of happineſs abroad, 
But chear'd their offfpring, ſhun'd fantaſtic airs; 
And, with the Joys of wedlock, mixt the Cares. 


Such modes are paſt—yet ſure they merit praiſe; 
For marriage triumph'd in theſe waſſel days: 
No wirein ſigb'd in vain; no fears aroſe, © 
Left holy <vars ſhould cauſe a dearth of beaux : 
By chaſte decorum, Each, affeftion gain'd; 

By faith and Nanu ) what . Won, maintain 'd. 


"Tis yaurs, ye Fair ö to ind a thoughtleſ age, 
That ſcorns the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſtage ! 
To yield frail Huſbands. ns pretence to fray : 
(Men will be rakes, if women lead the way) 
To ſeathe—But truce with theſe preceptive lays 
The Muſe, who, dazzled with your ancient praiſe, 
On preſent Worth, and modern Beauty tramples, 
Must axon, ſhe neer could boaſt more bright examples *. 


* Addieſſing the Boxes. 
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MELPOMENE: 
OR, ES | 


The Regions of TERROR and PIT V. 
AN 


o D E. 


I. 
UEEN of the human heart ! at whoſe command Ny my 
The ſwelling tides of mighty Paſſion riſe ; * 


MELPOMENE, ſupport my vent'rous hand, 
And aid thy ſuppliant in his bold empriſe z 
From the gay ſcenes of ptide 
Do thou his footſteps guide 
To Nature's aweful courts, where nurſt of yore, 
Young Shakeſpear, Fancy's child, was taught his various 
lore, 
| Th 
So may his favour'd eye explore the ſource, 
To few reveald, whence human forrows charm.: 
So may his numbers, with pathetic force, 
Bid Terror ſhake us, or Compaſſion warm, 
As different {trains controul 
The movements of the ſoul ; 
Adjuſt its paſſions, harmonize its tone ; 
To feel for others? woe, or nobly bear its own. 


G 2 III. Deep 


—U— — — — — 
, — — 


„ 
| 
| 
| 
| 


- 


sI MELPOMEN E. 


III. 


Deep in the covert of a ſhadowy greve, 
Mid broken rocks where daſhing currents play 
Dear to the penſive Pleaſures, dear to Love, 
And Damon's Muſe, that breathes her melting lay, 
This ardent prayer was made: 
When lo! the ſecret ſhade, 
As conſcious of ſome heavenly preſence, ſhook— 
Strength, firmneſs, reaſon, all—my* aſtoniſh'd ſoul forſook. 


- 


IV. 


Ah! whither, Goddeſs ! whither am TI borne ? 
To what wild region's necromantic ſhore? . 
Theſe panics whence? and why my boſom torn 
With ſudden terrors never felt before! 
Darkneſs inwraps me round, 
While from the vaſt profound 
ie Emerging ſpectres dreadful ſhapes aſſume, 
And gleaming on my ſight, add horror to the gloom. 


V. 


Ha ! what is He whoſe fierce indignant eye, 
Denouncing vengeance, kindles into flame ? 
Whoſe boiſterous fury blows a ſtorm ſo high, 
As with its thunder ſhakes his labouring frame, 
What can ſuch rage provoke? > 
'Ujs words their paſſage choak : 
His eag r ſteps nor time nor truce allow, 
And dreadful dangers wait the menace of his brow. 


— 


VI. Pro- 


MELPOME NE. 85 
py 


VL 


Protect me, Goddeſs ! whence that fearful ſhriek 
Of conſternation ? as grim Death had laid 
His icy fingers on ſome guilty cheek, 
And all the powers of manhood ſhrunk diſmay'd ; 
Ah ſee ! beſmear'd with gore 
Revenge ſtands threatening o'er 
A pale delinquent, whoſe retorted eyes 
In vain for pity call—the wretched victim dies. 


VII. 


Not long the ſpace —abandon'd to deſpair, 

With eyes aghaſt, or hopeleſs fix'd on earth, 

This flave of paſſion rends his ſcatter'd hair, 

Beats his4ad breaſt, and execrates his birth: 

While torn within he feels 
The pangs of whips and wheels 

And ſees, or fancies, all the fiends below, 

Beckoning his frighted ſoul to realms of endleſs woe. 


VIII. 


Before my wondering ſenſe new phantoms dance, 
And ſtamp their horid ſhapes upon my brain 
A wretch with jealous brow, and eyes aſkance, 
Peeds all in ſecret on his boſom pain. 
Fond love, fierce hate aſlail ; 
Alternate they prevail ; Fa 
While conſcious pride and ſhame wit. age conſpire, 
And urge the latent ſpark to flames of torturing fire. 


- 
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IX. 


The ſtarm proceeds his changeful viſage trace: 
From Rage to Madneſs every feature breaks. 
A growing phrenzy grins upon his face, 
And in his frightful ſtare Diſtraction n 
His ſtraw-inveſted head 
Proclaims all reaſon fled ; 
And not a tear bedews thoſe vacant eyes 
But ſongs and ſhouts ſucceed, and laughter-mingled ſighs, 


X. 


Vet, yet again a Murderer's hand appears 
Graſping a pointed dagger ſtain'd with blood! 
His look malignant chills with boding fears, 
That check the current of life's ebbing flood. 
In midnight's darkeſt clouds 
The dreary miſcreant ſhrowds 
His felon ſtep—as *twere to darkneſs given 
To dim the watchful eye of all-pervading Heaven, 


XI. 
And hark! ah Mercy! whence that hollow ſound ? 
Why with ſtrange horror ſtarts my briſtling hair ? 
Earth opens wide, and from unhallow'd ground 
A pallid Ghoſt flow-riſing ſteals on air. 
To where a mangled corfe 
Expos'd without remorſe. 
Lies ſhroudleſs, unentomb'd, he points the way 
Poigts to the prowling wolf exultant o'er his prey. 


5 XII. « Was 
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XII. 


« Was it for this,” he cries, © with kindly ſhower 
« Of daily gifts the traitor I careſs'd ? 
& For this, array'd him in the robe of power, 
« And lodg'd my royal ſecrets in his breaſt ? 
« O kindneſs ill repay'd ! 
To bare the murdering blade | 
« Againſt my life may Heav'n his guilt explore, 
And to my ſuffering race their ſplendid rights reſtore.” 


XIII. 


He ſaid, and ſtalk'd away.—Ah Goddeſs ! ceaſe 
Thus with terrific forms to rack my brain; | 
Theſe horrid phantoms ſhake the throne of peace, 
And Reaſon calls her boaſted powers in vain : 
Then change thy magic wand, 
Thy dreadful troops diſband, 
And gentler ſhapes, and ſofter ſcenes diſcloſe, 
To melt the feeling heart, yet ſoothe its tendereſt woes, 


XIV. 


The fervent prayer was heard. —With hideous ſound, 
| Her ebon gates of darkneſs open flew ; 

A dawning twilight chears the dread profound; 

'The train of Terror vaniſhes from view. 
More mild enchantments riſe ; 
New ſcenes ſalute my eyes, 

Groves, fountains, bowers, and temples grace the plain, 

And turtles cooe around, and ne complain. 


85 XV. And 
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XV. 


And every myrtle bower and cypreſs grove, 
And every ſolemn temple teems with life; 
Here glows the ſcene with fond but hapleſs love, 
There, with the deeper woes of human ſtrife. 

In groups around the lawn, 
By freſh diſaſters drawn, 

The fad ſpectators ſeem transfix'd in woe 

And pitying fighs are heard, and heart-felt forrows flow. 


XVI. 
Behold that beauteous maid ! her languid head 
Bends like a drooping lily charg'd with rain : 
With floods of tears ſhe bathes a Lover dead, 
In brave aſſertion of her honour ſlain. 
Her boſom heaves with fighs ; 
To Heaven ſhe lifts her eyes, 
With grief beyond the power of words oppreſt, 
Sinks on the lifeleſs corſe, and dies upon his breaſt. 


| XVII. 
How ftrong the bands of Friendſhip ! yet, alas! 
Behind yon mouldering tower with ivy crown'd 
Of two, the foremoſt in her ſacred claſs, | 
One, from his friend, receives the fatal wound! 
What could ſuch fury move ! 
Ah what, but ill-ſtarr'd love? | 
The ſame fair object each fond heart enthralls, 
And he, the favour d youth, ber hapleſs victim falls. 


XVIII. Can 


— — 
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XVIII. 
Can aught ſo deeply ſway the generous mind 
To mutual truth, as female truſt in love? 
Then what relief ſhall yon fair mourner find, 
Scorn'd by the man who ſhould her plaints remove ? 
By fair, but falſe pretence, 
She loſt her innocence ; 

And that ſweet babe, the fruit of treacherous art, 
Claſpt in her arms expires, and breaks the parent's heart. 
| > {+ FG 
Ah! who to pomp or grandeur would aſpire? 

Kings are not rais'd above Misfortune's frown : 
That form, ſo graceful even in mean attire, 
Sway'd once a ſcepter, once ſuſtain'd a crown, 
From Filial rage and ſtrife, 
To ſcreen his cloſing life, 
He quits his throne, a father's ſorrow feels, 
And in the lap of Want his patient head conceals. 


XX. 
More yet remain'd—but lo! the PENSIVE QUEEX 
Appears confeſt before my dazzled ſight ; 
Grace in her ſteps, and ſoftneſs in her mien, 
The face of ſorrow mingled with delight. 
Not ſuch her nobler frame, 
When kindling into flame, 
And bold in Virtue's cauſe, her zeal aſpires 
To waken guilty pangs, or breathe heroic fires. 


XXI. 
Aw'd into ſilence, my rapt ſoul attends — 
The PowER, with eyes complacent, ſaw my fear; 
And, as with grace ineffable ſhe bends, 
Theſe accents vibrate on my liſtening ear. 
II « Aſpiring 


— —— - 
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cc Aſpiring ſon of art, 
- « Know, tho” thy feeling heart 
« Glow with theſe wonders to thy fancy ſhown, 
« Still may the Delian God thy powerleſs toils diſown. 


XXII. 
« A thouſand tender ſcenes of ſoft diſtreſs 
« May ſwell thy breaſt with ſympathetic woes; 
« A thouſand ſuch dread forms on fancy preſs, 
« As from my dreary realms of darkneſs roſe ; 
« Whence SHAKESPEAR'sS chilling fears, 
e Whence OTwar's melting tears 
That aweful gloom, this melancholy plain, 
“The es of every theme that fuits the TRAGIC STRAIN» 
„„.. 
« But 4oft thou worſhip Nature cn and morn, 
And all due honour to her precepts pay ? ? 
« Canft thou the lure of Affectation ſcorn, 
c hleas'd in the ſimpler paths of Truth to 1 15 
0 Haſt thou the Graces fair 
Invok'd wich ardent prayer? 
is they attire, as Nature muſt impartz 
> e e the N the heart. 80 
| XXIV. . 
e Then, if creative Genius pour his ray, 
Warm with inſpiring influence on thy breaſt; 
« Taſte, judgment, fanc 5 if thou canſt diſplay, 
“And the deep fource of Paſſion ſtand confeſt: 
„Then may the liſtening train, 
&« Aﬀected, feel thy ſtrain; 
« reel Grief or Terror, Rage or Pity move ; 


“% Change with he varying ſcenes, and every ſcene ap 
„ prove.” | 
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MELPOMENE. 91 


Humbled before her ſight, and bending low, 

I kiſs'd the borders of her crimſon veſt; 
b Eager to ſpeak, I felt my boſom glow, 
f But Fear upon my lip her ſeal impreſt. 
| = While awe-ſtruck thus I ſtood, 
N The bowers, the lawn, the wood, 

The FoRM CELESTIAL, fading on my light, 
Diſſolv'd in liquid air, and fleeting gleams of light. 
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